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ST RONAN'S WELL. 


CHAPTER I. 

THE REPLY. 


Thou bccucst a precious burthen, gentle post, 

Nitre and sulphur—Sec that it explode not. 

Old Play, 


I HAVE received your two long letters, my 
dear Etherington, with equal surprise and inte¬ 
rest ; for what I knew of your Scotch adventures 
before, was by no means sufficient to prepare me 
fora statement so perversely complicated. The Ig¬ 
nis Fatuus which, you say, governed your father, 
seems to have ruled the fortunes of your whole 
house, there is so much eccentricity in all that 
you have told me. But n'importe, Etherington, 
you have been my friend—^you held me up when 
I was completely broken down; and, whatever 
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you may think, my servic^ are at your com¬ 
mand, much mor« from reflections on the pasf, 
than hopes for the future. I am no speech- 
maker, but this you may rely on while I conti¬ 
nue to be Harry Jekyl. You have deserved sonje 
love at my hands, Htherington, and you have it. 

Perhaps I love you the better since your 
[Perplexities have become known to me; for, my 
dear Etherington, you were before too much an 
object of envy to be entirely an object of affec¬ 
tion. What a happy fellow ! was the song of all 
who named you. liank, and a fortune to main¬ 
tain it—luck suflicient to repair all the waste that 
you could make in your income, and skill fo 
back that luck, or supply it, should it for a mo¬ 
ment fail you.—The cards turning up as if to 
your wish—the dice rolling, it almost seemed, at 
your wink—it was rather your look than the 
touch of your cue that sent the ball into the 
pocket.—You seemed to have fortune in chains, 
and a man of less honour would have been almost 
suspected of helping his luck by a little art.— 
You won every bet; and the instant that you 
were interested, one might have iMimed the win- 
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ning horse—it was always that which you Wete 
to gain most by.—You nel^lr held out your 
piece but the game went down—and then the 
women!—with face, manners, person, and, above 
ail, your tongue—what wild work have you 
made amon;; them !—Good heaven ! and have 
you bad the old sword hanging over your head 
by a horse-hair all this while ?—Has your rank 
been doubtful ?—Your fortune unsettled ?— 
And your luck, so constant in everything else, 
has that, as well as your predominant influence 
with the women, failed you, when you wished to 
form a connection for life, and when the care 
of your fortune required you to do so ?—Ether- 
ington, I am astonished !—The Mowbray scrape 
I al\\ays thought an inconvenient one, as well as 
the quarrel with this same Tyrrel, or Martigny; 
but I was far from guessing the complicated na¬ 
ture of your perplexities. 

But I must not run on in a manner which, 
though it relieves my own marvelling mind, can¬ 
not be very pleasant to you. Enough, 1 look on 
my obligations to you as more light to be borne, 
now I have so^ chance of repaying them to a 
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certain extent; but, even were the full debt paid, 
I would remain al^uch attached to you as ever. 
It is your friend who speaks, Ethcrington ; and, 
if he offers his advice infiomewhat plain lan¬ 
guage, do not, I entreat you, suppose that yofir 
confidence has encouraged an offensive familia¬ 
rity, but consider me as one who, in a weighty 
matter, wrRes plainly to avoid the least chance 
of misconstruction. 

Etherington, your conduct hitherto has re¬ 
sembled anything rather than the coolness and 
judgment which are so peculiarly your own when 
you choose to display them. I pass over the 
masquerade of your marriage—it was a boy’s 
trick, which could hardly have availed you much, 
even if successful; for what sort of a wife would 
you have acquired, had this same Clara Mow¬ 
bray proved willing to have accepted the change 
which you had put upon her, and transferred 
herself, without repugnance, from one bride¬ 
groom to another ?—Poor as T am, I know that 
neither Nettlewood nor Oakcndalc should have 
bribed me to marry such a i w I cannot deco¬ 
rously fill up the blank. 
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Neither, my deat Etherington, can I forgive 
you the trick you put on the cl^gyman, in whose 
eyes you destroyed the poor girl’s character to in¬ 
duce him to consent ^perform the ceremony, and 
have thereby perhaps fixed an indelible stain on 
her for life—this was not a fair ruse de guerre .— 
As it is, you have taken little by your stratagem-s¬ 
unless, indeed, it should be difficult the young 

lady to prove the imposition put upon her—for 
that being admitted, the marriage certainly goes 
for nothing. At least, the only use you can 
make of it, would be to drive her into a more for¬ 
mal union, for fear of having this whole unplea¬ 
sant discussion brought into a court of law; and 
in this, with all the advantages you possess, join¬ 
ed to your own arts of persuasion, and her bro¬ 
ther’s inffuence, I should think you vWy likely 
to succeed. All women are necessarily the slaves 
of their reputation. I have known some who 
have given up their virtue to preserve their cha¬ 
racter, which is, after all, only the shadow of it. 
I therefore would not conceive it difficult for 
Clara Mowbray to persuade herself to become a 
countess, rather than be the topic of conversation 



b CHAr. I. THE REPLY. 

for all Britain^ while a law-suit betwixt you is in 
dependence; and that may be for the greater part 
of both your lives. 

“ But, in Miss Mowl^ay’s state of mind, 
it may require time to bring her to such a con¬ 
clusion ; and I fear you will be thwarted in 
your operations by your rival—I will not of¬ 
fend you ^ calling him your brother. Now, 
it is here that I think with pleasure I may be 
of some use to you,—under this special condi¬ 
tion, that there shall be no thoughts of farther 
violence taking place between you. However 
you may have smoothed er your rencontre to 
yourself, there is no doubt that the public would 
have regarded any accident which might have 
befallen on that occasion, as a crime of the deep¬ 
est dye, hnd that the law would have followed it 
with the most severe punishment. And for all 
that J have ^id of my serviceable disposition, I 
would fain stop short on this side of the gallows 
—my neck is too long already. Without a jest, 
Etherington, you must be ruled by counsel in 
tl|is matter. I detect your hatred to this man in 
every line dF your letter, even when you write 
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with the greatest coolness; even where there is on 


affectation of gaiety, I read your sentiments on 
this subject, and they are such as—I will not 


preach to you—I will not say a good man—^but 
such as every wise man—every man who wishes 
to live on fair terms with the world, and to es¬ 


cape general malediction, and perhaps a violent 
death, where all men viill clap their hands and re¬ 
joice at the punishment of the fratriciSe,—^would, 
with all possible speed, eradicate from his breast. 
My services therefore, if they are worth your 
acceptance, are offered, on the condition that this 
unholy hatred be subdued with the utmost force 
of your powerful mind, and that you avoid every¬ 
thing which can possibly lead to such a catas¬ 
trophe as you have twice narrowly escaped. I 
do not ask you to like this man, for I know Vfell 
the deep root which your prejudices liold in your 
mind; I merely ask you to avoidimiim, and to 
think of him as one, who, if you do meet him, 
can never be the object of personal resentment. 

On these conditions, I will instantly join you 
at your Spaw, and wait but your answer to throw 
myself into the post-c;haibe. I will seek out this 
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Martigny for you, and I have the vanity to think 
I shall be able to persuade him to take the course 
which his own true interest, as well as your’s, so 
plainly points out—and that is, to depart and 
make us free of him. You must not grudge a 
round sum of money, should that prove neces¬ 
sary—we must make wings to him to fly with, 
and I must be empowered by you to that pur¬ 
pose. I cannot think you have anything serious 
to fear from a law-suit. Your father threw out 
this sinister hint at a moment when he was enra¬ 
ged at his wife, and irritated by his son; and I 
have little doubt that his expressions were merely 
flashes of anger at the moment, though I see they 
have made a deep impression on you. At all 
events, he spoke of a preference to his illegitimate 
son, as something which it was in his own power 
to give or to withhold ; and he has died without 
bestowing itl^ The family seem addicted to irre¬ 
gular matrimony, and some left-handed marriage 
there may have been used to propitiate the mo¬ 
desty, and save the conscience, of the French lady; 
but, that anything of the nature of a serious and 
legal ceremony took place, nothing but the strong¬ 
est proof can make me believe. 
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I repeat, then, that I have little doubt that 
the claims of Martigny, whatever they are, may 
be easily compounded, and England made clear 
of him. This will be more easily done, if he real¬ 
ly entertains such a romantic passion, as you de¬ 
scribe, for Miss Clara Mowbray. It would be 
easy to shew him, that whether she is disposed to 
accept your lordohip’s hand or not, Ixer quiet and 
peace of mind must depend on his leaving the 
country. Rely on it, I shall find out the way to 
smooth him down, and whether distance or the 
grave divide Martigny and you, is very little to 
the purpose; unless in so far as the one point can 
be attained with honour and safety, and the 
other, if attempted, would only make all con¬ 
cerned the subject of general execration and de¬ 
served punishment.—Speak the word, and I at¬ 
tend you, as your truly grateful and devoted 

Henry Jkkvl.” 

To this admonitory epistle, the writer recei¬ 
ved, in tile course of post, the following an¬ 


swer 
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My truly grateful and devoted Henry Jekyl 
has adopted atone, which seems to be exalted with¬ 
out any occasion. Why, thou suspicious monitor, 
have I not repeated a hundred times that I repent 
sincerely of the foolish rencontre, and am deter¬ 
mined to curb my temper, and be on my guard 
in future—^And what need jou come upon me, 
with your long lesson about execration, and pu¬ 
nishment, and fratricide, and so forth ?—You deal 
with an argument as a boy does Avith the first 
hare he shoots, which he never thinks dead till 
he has fired the second barrel into her. What 
a fellow you would have been for a lawyer ! how 
long you would have held forth upon the plain¬ 
est cause, until the poor bothered judge was al¬ 
most willing to decide against justice, that he 
might be revenged on you. If I must repeat 
what I have said twenty times, I toll you I have no 
thoughts of proceeding with this fellow as I would 
with another. If my father’s blood be in his veins, 
it shall save the skin his mother gave him. And 
so come, without more parade, either of stipula¬ 
tion or argument. Thou art, indeed, a curious 
animal ! One would think, to read your commu- 
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nication, that you had yourself discovered the pro¬ 
priety of acting as a negotiator, and the reason^ 
which might, in the course of such a treaty, be 
urged with advantage to induce this fellow to 
le^ve the country—Why, this is the very course 
chalked out in my last letter! You are bolder 
than the boldest gipsy, for you not only steal my 
ideas, and disfigure them that they may pass for 
your‘*s, but you have the assurance to come a- 
begging with them to the door of the original 
parent! No man like you for stealing other 
men'’s inventions, and cooking them up in your 
own way. However, Harry, baiting a little self- 
conceit and assumption, thou art as honest a fel¬ 
low as ever man put faith in—clever, too, in your 
own style, though not quite the genius you would 
fain pass for.—Come on thine own terms, and 
come as speedily as thou canst. 1 do not reckon 
the promise I made the less binding, that you 
very generously make no allusion to it. 

“ Thine, 

Ethebington. 

P. S. One single caution I must add—do 

12 
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not mention my name to any one at Harrogate, 
or your prospect of meeting me, or the route 
which you are about to take. On the purpose 
of your journey, it is unnecessary to i^j^ommend 
silence. I know not whether such doubts are 
natural to all who have secret measures to pur¬ 
sue, or whether nature has given me an unusual 
share of anxious suspicion; but I cannot divest 
myself of the idea, that I am closely watched by 
some one whom I cannot discover. Although I 
concealed my purpose of coming liither from all 
mankind but you, whom I do not for an instant 
suspect of blabbing, yet it was known to this 
Martigny, and be is down here before me. 
Again, I said not a word—^gave not a hint to any 
one of my views towards Clara, yet the tattling 
people here had spread a report of a marriage 
depending between us, even before I could make 
the motion to her brother. To be sure, in such 
society there is nothing talked of but marrying 
and giving in marriage ; and this, which alarms 
me, as connected with my own private purposes, 
may be a bare rumour, arising out of the gossip 
of the place—Yet I feci like the poor woman in 

17 
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the old story, who felt herself watched by an eye 
that glared upon her from behind the tapestry. 

I should have told you in my last, that I had 
been rec<%nized at a public entertainment by the 
old clergyman, who pronounced the matrimonial 
blessing on Clara and me, nearly eight years ago. 
lie insisted upon addressing me by the name of 
Valentine Bulmer, under which I was then best 
known. It did not suit me at present to put him 
into my confidence, so I cut him, Harry, as I 
would an old pencil. The task was the less 
cult, that I had to do with one of the most absent 
men who ever dreamed with his eyes open. I ve¬ 
rily believe he might be persuaded that the whole 
transaction was a vision, and that he had never 
in reality seen me before. Your pious rebuke, 
therefore, about what I told him formerly con¬ 
cerning the lovers, is quite thrown away. After 
all, if what I said was not accurately true, os I 
certainly believe it was an exaggeration, it was 
all Saint Francis of Martigny’s fault, I suppose. 
I am sure he had lo\c and opportunity on his 
side. 




4 6 ’^^ 
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** Here you have a postscript^ Harry, longer 
than the letter, Hut it must conclude with the 
same burthen—Come, and come quickly.^' 
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A# sh.ikcs the bough os tinbimg Ip.d, 

When sudden whiilt. ’ risu; 

As stands aghast the wai^^^hief, 

When his base army fiit ^ ^ 

* * *' ^ wn—, 

\ 

It bad been settled by all ^}|e mat¬ 
ter into consideration, that the qI^j 

Njrtbob would soon quarrel with his 
]Mrs Dods, and become impatient of his resK^^*i- 
at St Ronan’s. A man so kind to himself, 
so inquisitive about the affairs of others, couliln^ 
have, it was supposed, a limited sphere for gra¬ 
tification either of his tastes or of his curiosity, 
in the Aulton of St Ronan*s; and many a time 
the precise day and hour of his departure were 
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fixed by the idlers at the Spaw. But still old 
Touchwood appeared amongst them when the 
weather permitted, with his nut-brown visage, 
his throat carefully wrapped up if 4in immense 

jf ' 

Indian kerchief, and liis gold-h^ ed cane, wliX'h 
he never failed to carry ovey iis shoulder; his 
short, but stout limbs, ancL^ ^ active step, shew¬ 
ing plainly that he bore/ rather as i badge of 
dignity than a means qf " pport. There he stood, 
answering shortly gruffly to all (;[ue3tions 
proposed to h\my" F making his remark s aloud 

" " . An/ ■ . K . • "1 • or* 


upon the coi 
the offenc^ 

the andy 


su/ 


/ with great indifference as to 
f might be taken ; and as .oon as 
-tess had handed him his glass of 


the^'^jj^ eifo^.s water, turned on his heel 'vritli a 
iod morning, and cither marched back to 
^hich vUinself in the Manse, with his crony Mr Car- 
3rie«> engage in some hobby-horsical pursuit 
'»>ionnected with his neighbours in the Aultoun. 


The truth was, that the honest gentleman ha¬ 
ving, so far as Mrs Dods would permit, put 
matters to rights within her residence, wisely ab¬ 
stained from pushing his innovations any farther, 
aware that it is not every stone which is capable 
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of receiving the last degree of polish. He next 
set himself about putting Mr CargilPs house into 
order; and without leave asked or given by that 
reverend gentleman, he actually accomplished as 
wonderful a reformation in the Manse, as could 
have been effected bv a benevolent Brownie. 

m/ 

The floors were sometimes swept—the carpets 
were sometimes dusted—the plates and dishes 
were cleaner—there was tea and sugar in the 
tea-chest, and a joint of meat at proper times 
was to be found in the larder. The elder maid¬ 
servant wore a good stuff gown—the younger 
snooded up her hair, and now went about the 
house a damsel so trig and neat, that some said 
she was too handsome for the service of a bache¬ 
lor divine; and others, that they saw no busi¬ 
ness so old a fool as the Nabob had to be med¬ 
dling with a lassy’s busking. But for such evil 
bruits Mr Touchwood cared not, even if he hap- 
^pened to hear of them, which was very doubtful. 
Add to all these changes, that the garden was 
weeded, and the glebe was regularly laboured. 

The talisman by which all this desirable altera- 
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tion was wrouglit, consisted partly jn small pre- 
' Bents, partly in constant attention. The liberal¬ 
ity of the singular old gentleman gave him a per¬ 
fect right of scolding when he saw things wrong; 
tile domestics, who had fallen into total sloth and 
indifference, began to exert themselves under Mr 
Touchwood’s new system of rewards and sur¬ 
veillance ; and the minister, half unconscious of 
the cause, reaped the advantage of the exertions 
of his busy friend. Sometimes he lifted his head, 
when he heard workmen thumping and bouncing 
in the neighbourhood of his study, and demanded 
the meaning of the clatter which annoyed him; 
but on receiving for answer that it was by order 
of Mr Touchwood, he resumed his labours, un¬ 
der the persuasion that all was well. 

But even the Augean task of putting the 
Manse in order, did not satisfy the gigantic acti¬ 
vity of Mr Touchwood. He aspired to universal 
dominion in the Aultoun of St Ronan’s; and, like 
most men of an ardent temper, he contrived, in a 
great measure, to possess himself of the authority 
which he longed after. Then was there war wa- 



CHAP. II. THE FEIGHT. 


21 


ged by him with all the petty, but perpetual 
nuisances which infest a Scottish town of the old 
stamp—then was the hereditary dunghill, which 
had reeked before the window of the cottage for 
fourscore years, transported behind the house-^ 
then was the broken wheelbarrow, or unsernce- 
able cart, removed out of the foot-path—the old 
hat or blue petticoat, taken from the window into 
which it had been stuffed, to expel the win¬ 
ter’s flaw,” was consigned to the gutter, and its 
place supplied by good perspicuous glass. The 
means by which such reformation was effected, 
were the same as resorted to in the Manse—mo¬ 
ney and admonition. The latter given alone 
would have met little attention—perhaps would 
have provoked opposition—but, softened and 
sweetened by a little present to assist the reform 
recommended, it sunk into the hearts of the 
hearers, and in general overcame their objec¬ 
tions. Besides, an opinion of the Nabob’s wealth 
was high among the villagers; and an idea pre¬ 
vailed amongst them, that, notwithstanding his 
keeping no servants or equipage, he was able to 
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purchase, if he pleased, half the land in the 
country. It was not grand carriages and fine 
liveries that made heavy purses, they rather 
helped to lighten them; and they said, who pre¬ 
tended to know what they were talking about, 
that old Turnpenny and Mr Bindloose to boot, 
would tell down more money on Mr Touch- 
wood'^s mere word, than upon the joint bond of 
half the fine folks at the Wells. Such an opinion 
smoothed everything before the path of one, who 
shewed himself neither averse to give nor to lend; 
and it by np means diminished the reputation 
of his wealth, that in transactions of business 
he was not carelessly negligent of his interest, 
but plainly shewed he understood the value 
of what he was parting with. Few, therefore, 
cared to withstand the humours of a whimsi¬ 
cal old gentleman, who had both the will and 
the means of obliging those disposed to comply 
with his fanciei^; and thus the singular stran¬ 
ger contrived, in the course of a brief space of 
days or weeks, to place the villagers more ab¬ 
solutely at his devotion, than they had been to 



CHAP. II. THE 1? EIGHT. 

the pleasure of any individual since their ancient 
lords had left the Aulton. The power of the 
Baron-baillie himself, though the office was vest* 
ed in the person of old Micklewham, was a sub¬ 
ordinate jurisdiction, compared to the voluntary 
allegiance which the inhabitants paid to Mr 
Touchwood. 

There were, however, recusants, who declined 
the authority thus set up amongst them, and, 
with the characteristical obstinacy of their coun¬ 
trymen, refused to hearken to the words of the 
stranger, whether they were for good or for evil. 
These men’s dunghills were not removed, nor 
the stumbling-blocks taken from the foot-path, 
where it passed the front of their houses. And 
it befel, that while Mr Touchwood was most 
eager in abating the nuisances of the village, he 
had very nearly experienced a frequent fate of 
great reformers—lost his life by means of one of 
those enormities which as yet had subsisted in 
spite of all his efforts. 

The Nabob finding his time after dinner hang 
somewhat heavy on his hand, and the moon be¬ 
ing tolerably bright, bad, one harvest evening, 
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sought his usual remedy for dispelling ennui by 
a walk to the Manse, where he was sure, that, if 
he could not succeed in engaging the minister 
himself in some disputation, he would at least 
find something in the establishment to animad- 
Tert upon and to restore to order. 

Accordingly, he had taken the opportunity 
to lecture the younger of the minister's lasses 
upon the duty of wearing shoes and stockings; 
and, as his advice came fortified by a present 
of six: pair of white cotton hose, and two pair 
of stout leathern shoes, it was received, not 
with respect only, but with gratitude, and the 
chuck under the chin that rounded up the ora¬ 
tion, while she opened the outer door for his 
honour, was acknowledged with a blush and a 
pggle.—Nay, so far did Girzy carry her sense 
of Mr Touchwood's kindness, that, observing 
the moon was behind a cloud, she very carefully 
offered to escort him to the Cleikum Inn with a 
lantern, in case he should come to some harm by 
the gate. This the traveller's independent spirit 
scorned to listen to; and, having briefly assured 
her chat he hod walked the streets of Paris and 
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of Madrid whole nights without such an accom¬ 
modation, he stoutly strode off on his return to 
his lodgings. 

An accident, however, befel him, which, unless 
the police of Madrid and Paris be belied, might 
have happened in either of those two splendid 
capitals, as well as in the miserable Aultoun 
of St Ronan’s.—Before the door of Saunders 
Jaup, a feuar of some importance, “ who held 
his land free, and caredna a bodle for any one,’’ 
yawned that odoriferous filthy gulph, ycleped, 
in Scottish phrase, the jaw-hole, in other words, 
an uncovered common sewer. The local situation 
of this receptacle of filth was well known to Mr 
Touchwood ; for Saunders Jaup was at the very 
head of those who held out for the practices of 
their fathers, and still maintained those ancient 
and unsavoury customs which our traveller had 
in so many instances succeeded in abating. 
Guided, therefore, by his nose, he made a consi¬ 
derable circuit to avoid the displeasure and dan¬ 
ger of passing this filthy puddle at the nearest, 
and by that means fell upon Scylla as he sought 
to avoid Charybdis. In plain language, he ap- 
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proached so near the bank of a little rivulet, 
which in that place passed betwixt the foot-path 
and the horse^road, tlmt he lost his footing, and 
fell into the channel of the streamlet from a 
height of three or four feet. It was thought that 
the noise of his fall, or, at least, his call for as¬ 
sistance, should have been heard in the house of 
Saunders Jaup; but that honest person was, ac¬ 
cording to his own account, at that time engaged 
in the exercise of the evening; an excuse which 
passed current, although Saunders was privately 
beard to allege, that the town would have been 
the quieter if the auld, meddling bu«y-body 
had bidden still in the burn for gude and 

But Fortune had provided better for poor 
Touchwood, whose foibles, as they arose out of 
the most excellent motives, would have ill deser¬ 
ved so severe a fate. A passenger, who heard 
him shout for help, ventured cautiously to the 
side of the bank, down which he had fallen; 
and, after ascertaining the nature of the ground 
as carefully as the darkness permitted, was at 
length, and not without some effort^ enabled to 
assist him out of the channel of the rivulet. 
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Are you hurt materially ?” said this good 
Samaritan to the object of his care. 

No—no—d—n it—no,” said Touchwood, 
extremely angry at his disaster, and the cause of 
it., “ Do you think I, who have been at the 
summit of Mount Athos, where the precipice 
sinks a thousand feet on the sea, care a farthing 
about such a fall as this is 

But, as he spoke, he reeled, and his kind as¬ 
sistant caught him by the arm to prevent his 
falling. 

“ I fear you are more hurt than you suppose, 
sir,” said the stranger; “ permit me to go home • 
along with you.” 

“ With all my heart,” said Touchwood; ** for, 
though it is impossible I can need help in such a 
foolish matter, yet I am equally obliged to you, 
friend; and if the Cleikura Inn be not out of 
your road, I will take your arm so far, and thank^ 
you to the boot.” 

“ It is much at your service, sir,” said the 
stranger; indeed, I was thinking to lodge 
there for the night.” 

“ I am glad to hear it,” resumed Touchwood; 
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** you shall be my guest, and I will make them 
look after you in proper fashion—You seem to 
be a very civil sort of fellow, and T do not find 
your arm inconvenient—it is the rheumatism 
makes me walk so ill—the pest of all that hgve 
been in hot climates when they settle among these 
d—d fogs.” 

Lean as hard and walk as slow as you will, 
sir,” said again the benevolent assistant—“ this 
is a rough street.” 

** Yes, sir—and why is it rough answered 
Touchwood. Why, because the old pig-headed 
fool, Saunders Jaup, will not allow it to be made 
smooth. There he sits, sir, and obstructs all 
rational improvement; and, if a man would not 
fall into his infernal putrid gutter, and so become 
an abomination to himself and odious to others, 
for his whole life to come, he runs the risk of 
breaking his neck, as I have done to-night.” 

“ I am afraid, sir,” said his companion, “ you 
have fallen on the most dangerous side.—You 
remember Swift’s proverb, * The more dirt, the 
less hurt.’ ” 

why should there be either dirt or hurt 
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in a well-regulated place P” answered Touch¬ 
wood—“ Why should not men be able to go 
about their affairs at nighty in such a hamlet 
as this, without either endangering necks or 
npscs ?—Our Scotch magistrates are worth no¬ 
thing, sir—nothing at all.—Oh, for a Turkish 
Cadi now to trounce the scoundrel—or the Mayor 
of Calcutta to bring him into his court—or were 
it but an English justice of the peace that is 
newly included in the commission, they would 
abate the villaiirs nuisance with a vengeance on 
him.—But here we are—this is the Cleikum Inn. 

—Hallo—hilloa—house !—Jane Anderson ?— 

• 

Susie Chambermaid !—boy Boots !—MrsDods! 
—arc you all of you asleep and dead ?—Here 
have I been half murthered, and you let me 
stand bawling at the door 

Jane Anderson came with a light, and so did 
Susie Chambermaid with another—but no sooner 
did they look upon the pair who stood in the 
porch under the huge sign that swung to and 
fro with heavy creaking^ than Susie screamed, 
flung away her candle, although a four in the 
pound, and in a newly japanned candlestick, and 
fled one way, while Jane Anderson, echoing the 
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yell, brandished her light round her head like a 
Bacchante flourishing her torch, and ran ofi* in 
another direction. 

Ay—I must be a bloody spectacle,” said 
Mr Touchwood, letting himself fall heavily uppn 
his assistants shoulder, and wiping his face, 
which trickled with wet—I did not think I had 
been so seriously hurt; but I find my weakness 
now—I must have lost much blood.” 

I hope yon are still mistaken,” said the 
stranger; but here lies the way to the kitchen 
—we shall find light there, since no one chooses 
to bring it to us.” 

He assisted the old gentleman into the kitchen, 
where a lamp, as well as a bright fire, was burn¬ 
ing, by the light of which he could easily discern 
that the supposed blood was only water of the 
rivulet, and, indeed, none of the cleanest, al¬ 
though much more so than the sufferer would 
have found it a little lower, where the stream is 
joined by the superfluities of Saunders Jaup's 
palladium. Relieved by his new friend's repeat¬ 
ed assurances that such was the case, the Senior 
began to bustle up a little, and his companion. 
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desirous to render him every assistance, went to 
the door of the kitchen to call for a basin and 
water. Just as he was about to open the door^ 
the voice of Mrs Dods was heard as she descend* 
ed the stairs, in a tone of indignation by no means 
unusual to her, yet mingled at the same time 
with a few notes that sounded like unto thequa- 
verings of consternation. 

‘‘ Idle limmers—silly sluts—I'll warrant nane 
o’ ye will ever see onything waur Jjjfan yoursell, 
ye silly tawpies—Ghaist, indeed !—I’ll warrant 
it’s some idle dub-skelper frae the Waal, coming 
after some o’ yoursclls on nae honest errand— 
Ghaist, indeed I —Hand up the candle, John Os¬ 
tler—I’se warrant it a twa-handed ghaist, and 
tlie door left on the sneck—There’s somebody 
in the kitchen—^gang forward wi’ the lantern, 
John Ostler.” 

At this critical moment the stranger opened 
the door of the kitchen, and beheld the Dame 
advancing at tlie head of her household troops. 
The ostler and hump-backed postilion, one bear¬ 
ing a stable-lantern and a hay-fork, the other a 

rushlight and a broom, constituted the advanced 

11 
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guard; Mrs Dads herself formed the centre, 
talking loud, and brandishing a pair of tongs; 
while the two maids, like troops not to be much 
trusted after their recent defeat, followed, cower¬ 
ing in the rear. But notwithstanding this admi^ 
rable disposition, no sooner had the stranger 
shewn his face, and pronounced the words Mrs 
Dods/* than a panic seized the whole array. The 
advanced guard recoiled in confusion, the ostler 
upsetting Mrs Dods in the confusion of his re¬ 
treat ; while ^e, grappling with him in her ter¬ 
ror, secured him by the ears and hair, and they 
Joined their cries together in hideous chorus. 
The two maidens resumed their former flight, 
and took refuge in the darksome den, entitled 
their bed-rooprii while the hump-backed posti¬ 
lion fled like the wind into the stable, and, with 
professional instinct, began, in the extremity of 
his terror, to saddle a horse. 

Meanwhile, the guest who had caused this com¬ 
bustion, plucked the roaring ostler from above 
Mrs Dods, and pushing him away with a hearty 
slap on the shoulder, proceeded to raise and 

eucfKUrage the fallen landlady, inquiring, at the 
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same time, “ What, in the devil’s name, was the 
cause of all this senseless confusion ?” 

And what is the reason, in Heaven’s name,” 
answered the matron, keeping her eyes firmly 
shut, ^ and still shrewish in her expostuladon^ 
though in the very extremity of terror, what 
is the reason that you should come and frighten 
a decent house, where you met naething but the 
height o’ civility ?” 

** And why should 1 frighten you, lArs Dods ? 
or, in one word, what is the meaning of all this 
nonsensical terror ?” 

‘‘ Are not you,” said Mrs Dods, opening her 
eyes a little as she spoke, “ the ghaist of Fran¬ 
cis Tirl ?” 

I am Francis Tyrrel, unquestionably, my 
old friend.” 

‘‘ I ken’d it! I ken’d it!” answered the honest 
woman, relapsing into her agony; and I think 
ye might be ashamed of yoursell, that a 
ghaist, and have nae better to do than to {rig|||eii 
a puir auld ale-wife.” ^ 

On my word, I am no ghost, but a living 
man,” answered Tyrrel. 

VOL. HI. c 
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Were you no murdered than P’’ said Mrs 
, Dods, still in an uncertain voice, and only par¬ 
tially opening her eyes—** Are ye very sure ye 
werena murdered 

** Why, not that ever I heard of, certainly, 
dame,” replied Tyrrel. 

** But / shall be murdered presently,” said 
old Touchwood from the kitchen, where he had 
hitherto remained a mute auditor of this extra¬ 
ordinary scene—** I shall be murdercfl, unless 
you fetch me some water presently.’’ 

** Coming, sir, coming,” answered Dame Dods, 
her professihnal reply being as familiar to her as 
that of poor Francis’s * Anon, anon, sir.’ ** As I 
live by honest reckonings,” said she, fully collect¬ 
ing herself, and giving a glance of more compo- 
fled temper at Tyrrel, ** I believe it is yoursell, 
Maister Frank, in blood and body after a’—And 
see if I dinna gie a proper sorting to yon twa silly 
jauds, that gar’d me mak a bogle of you, and a 
fule of mysell-^Ghaists 1 my cei^tie, 1 sail ghaist 
them--*-If they had their heads as muckle on their 
#ar^ as on their daffing, they trad play nae sic 
plll^jRSiMit’s the wanton steed that scaurs at the 
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windle^strae-^Ghalsts! vha eV heard of ghaists 
in an honest house ? Naebody need fear bogles 
that has a conscience void of o£reoce.-^But I am 
blythe that MacTurk hasna murdered ye when 
a»is dune, Maister Frauncie.^ 

“ Come this way, Mother Dods, if you would 
not have me do a mischief exclaimed Touch¬ 
wood, grasping a plate which stood on the dress¬ 
er, as if he were about to heave it at the land¬ 
lady, by ^ay of recalling her attention. 

For the love of heaven, dinna break it 
exclaimed the alarmed landlady, knowing that 
Touchwood’s effervescence of }feipatience some¬ 
times expended itself at the expense of her crock¬ 
ery, though it was afterwards liberally atoned for. 
“ Lord, sir, are ye out of your wits !■—it breaks 
a set, ye ken—Godsake, put doun the cheeny 
plate, and try your hand on the del^ware {—it 
will just make as good a jingle^But, Lord hand 
a grip o’ Ub! now I look at ye, what ban 
come ower ye, and what sort of a pU^lt ate ye 
in!—Wait till I fetch water and a towak*^ 

In fact, the miseratde gulse^ of her new lod¬ 
ger now overcame the dame's curbsity to mquWo 



36 


CHAP. II. THE rniGHT. 


after the fate of her e^lier acquaintance, and 
she gave her instant and exclusive attention to 
Mr Touchwood, with many exclamations, while 
aiding him to perform the task of ablution and 
absteraon. Her two fugitive handmaidens had 
by this time returned to the kitchen, and endea¬ 
voured to suppress a smuggled laugh at the re¬ 
collection of their mistress‘*s panic, by acting very 
o3Sciously in Mr Touchwood^s service. By dint 
of washing and drying, the token of the sable 
stains was at length removed, and the vete¬ 
ran became, with some difficulty, satisfied that 
he had been nftre dirtied and frightened than 
hurt. 

Tyrrel, in the meantime, stood looking on 
with wonder, imagining that he beheld in the 
features which emerged from a masque of mud. 

If' 

the countenance of an old friend. After the 
operation was ended, he could not help address¬ 
ing himself to Mr Touchwood, to demand whe- 
dier he had not the pleasure to see a friend to 
whoin he had been obliged when at Smyrna, for 
somo kindness respecting his money matters 
Not worth speaking of—^not worth speaking 
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of,” said Touchwood, hastily* Glad to see yoU^I 
though—^glad to see you.—-Yes, here I am, you* 
will find me the same good-natured old fool thalf 
I was at Smyrna—'never look how I am to get in 
money again—always laying it out. Never nund 
—^it was written in my forehead, as the Turk 
says,—I will go up now and change my dresa— 
you will sup with me when I come back—Mrs 
Dods will toss us up something—a brandered 
fowl will be best, Mrs Dods, with some mush*- 
rooms, and get us a jug of mulled wine—plottie, 
as you call it—to put the recollection of the olct 
Fresby tenants common sewer out of my head.”r 
So saying, up stairs marched the traveUel? to 
his own apartment, while Tyrrel, seizing lippn 
a candle, was about to do the same. ^ ^ 
u Mr Touchwood is in the blue room, Mrs 
Dods; I suppose I may take possession of thO^ 
yellow one ^ ^ 

Suppose naething about the matter, If 
Frauncie Tirl, till ye tell me downright iVheih 
yc have been a' this time, and wl|ether>ye *hae 
been murdered or^jno ?? 
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I think you may be pretty well satisfied of 
that, Mrs Dods 

Troth ! and so I am in a setise; and yet it 
gars me grew to look upon ye, sae mony days 
and weeks it has been since I thought ye were 
rotting in the moulds. And now to see ye stand¬ 
ing before me hale and feir, and crying for a 
bed-room like other folk I” 

One would almost suppose, my good friend,’’ 
said Tyrrcl, ** that you were sorry at my having 
come alive again.” 

It^s no for that,” replied Mrs Dods, who 
was peculiarly ingenious in the mode of framing 
and stating what she conceived to be her grie¬ 
vances ; ** but is it no a queer thing for a decent 
man like yoursel, Maistcr Tirl, to be leaving 
your lodgings without a word spoken, and me 
put to a’ these charges in seeking for your dead 
body, and very near taking my business out of 
honest Maister Bindloosc’s hands, because he 
ken’d the cantrips of the like of you better than 
I did*—^And than they hae put up an adver- 
teezement down at the Waal yonder, wi’ a’ their 
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names at it, setting ye forth, Maister Frauncie, 
as ane of the greatest blackguards unhanged; 
and wlia, div ye think, is to kee}) ye in a credit¬ 
able house, if that’s the character ye get ?” 

‘‘ You may leave that to me, Mrs Dods—I 
assure you that matter shall be put to rights to 
your satisfaction ; and 1 think, so long as we 
have known each other, you may take my word 
that I am not undeserving the shelter of your 
roof for a single night, (I shall ask it no longer,) 
until my character is sufficiently cleared. It 
was for that purpose I chiefly came back again.’’ 

Came back again!” said Mrs Dods .—** I 
profess ye made me start, Maister Tirl, and you 
looking sae pale too.—But 1 think,” she added, 
straining after a joke, “ if ye were a ghsust, be¬ 
ing we arc such auld afguaintance, ye wadna 
wish to spoil my custom, but would just walk 
decently up and down the auld castle wa's, or 
maybe down at the kirk yonder—there have 
been awfu’ things dune in that kirk and kirk- 
yard—I whiles dinna like to look that way, 
Mmster Frauncie.” 

I am much of your mind, mistress,” said 
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Tyrrel, with a sigh ; “ and indeed I do in one 
sense resemble the apparitions you talk of; for, 
like them, and to as little purpose, I stalk about 
scenes where my happiness departed.—But I 
speak riddles to you, Mrs Dods—the plain ti:uth 
is, that I met with an accident on the day I last 
left your house, the effects of which detained me 
at some distance from St Ronaifs till this very 
day.” 

** Hegh, sirs, and ye were sparing of your 
trouble, that wadna write a bit line, or send a 
bit message !—Ye might hae thought folks wad 
hae been vexed aneugh about ye, forbye under¬ 
taking journeys, and hiring folk to seek for your 
dead body.” 

I shall willingly pay all reasonable charges 
which my disappearance may have occasioned,” 
answered her guest; and I assure you once 
for all, that my remaining for some time quiet at 
Marchthorn arose partly from illness, and partly 
from business of a very pressing and particular 
nature.” 

At Marchthorn !” exclaimed Dame Dods, 
“ heat’d ever man the like o’ that !—And where 
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did ye put up in Marchthorn ? an ane may mak 
bauld to speer.” 

At the Black Bull,'” rephed Tyrrel. 

“ Ay, that’s auld Tam Lowrie’s—a very de- 
ccivt man, Thamas—and a douce, creditable 
house—nane of your disk-ma-hoys—I am glad 
ye made choice of sic gude quarters, neighbour; 
for I am beginning to think ye are but a queer 
ane—ye look as if butter ^adna melt in your 
mouth, but I sail warrant cheese no choak ye. 
—But I’ll thank ye to gang your ways into the 
parlour, for 1 am no like to get mickle mair out 
of ye it’s like ; and ye are standing here just in 
the gate, when we hae the supper to dish.” 

Tyrrel, glad to be released from the examina¬ 
tion to which his landlady’s curiosity had, with¬ 
out ceremony, subjected 4iim, walked into the 
parlour, where he was presently joined by Mr 
Touchwood, newly attired and high in spirits. 

Here comes our supper!” he exclaimed.— 
Sit ye down, and let us see what Mrs Dods 
has done for us.—I profess, mistress, your plot- 
tie is cxcellcni, ever since 1 taught you tq mix 
the spices in the right proportion.” 
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** I am glad the plottie pleases ye, sir—but I 
think I ken’d gay weel how to make it before I 
saw your honour—Mr Tirl can tell that, for 
mony a browst of it I hac brewed lang syne for 
him and the cal Ian t Valentine Bulmcr.” 

This ill-timed observation extorted a groan 
from Tyrrel; but the traveller, running on with 
his own recollections, did not appear to notice his 
emotion. 

You are a conceited old woman,'’ said Mr 
Touchwood; how the devil should any one 
know to mix spices so well as one that has been 
where they grow ?—I have seen the sun ripening 
nutmegs and cloves, and here, it can hardly fill 
a peascod, by Jupiter !—Ah, Tyrrel, the merry 
nights we have had at Smyrna!—Gad, I think the 
gammon and the good wine taste all the better 
in a land where folks hold them to be sinful in¬ 
dulgences—Gad, I believe many a good Moslem 
is of the same opinion—that same prohibition of 
their prophets gives a flavour to the ham, and a 
relish to the Cyprus.*—Do you remember old 
Cogia Hassein, with his green turban ?—I once 
played him a trick, and put a pint of brandy in- 
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to his sherbet. Egad^ the old fellow took care 
never to discover the cheat until he had got to 
the bottom of the flagon, and then he strokes his 
long white beard, and says, ‘ Ullah Kerim,’—that 
is, ‘ Jleaven is merciful,’ Mrs Dods, Mr Tyrrel 
knows the meaning of it.—Ullah Kerim, says 
he, after he had drunk about a gallon of brandy- 
punch !—Ullah Kerim, says the hypocritical old 
rogue, as if he had done the hnest thing in the 
world!” 

And what for no ? What for shouldna the 
honest man say a blessing after his drop punch P” 
demanded Mrs Dods; it was better, 1 ween, 
than blasting, and blawing, and swearing, as if 
folks shouldna be thankful for the creature-com¬ 
forts.” 

** Well said, old Dame Dods,” replied the tra¬ 
veller; that is a right hostess’s'maxim, and 
worthy of Mrs Quickly herself. Here is to thee, 
and I pray ye to pledge me before ye leave the 
room.” 

** Troth, I’ll pledge naebody the night, Mr 
Touchwood; for, what wi’ the upcast and ter« 
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ror that I got a wee while syne, and wliat \vi’ 
the bit taste that I behoved to take of the plottie 
while I was making it, my head is sair aneugh 
stressed the night already.—Maister Tirl, the 
yellow room is ready for ye when ye Jike ; 
and, gentlemen, as the morn is the Sabbath, 1 
canna be keeping the servant queans out of their 
beds to wait on ye ony langer, for they will mak 
it an excuse for lying till aught o’clock on the 
Lord’s day. So, when your plottie is done, I’ll 
be mickle obliged to ye to light the bed-room 
candles, and put out the double moulds, and een 
shew yoursells to your beds ; for douce folks, 
sic as the like of you, should set an example by 
ordinary.—And so, gude night to ye baith.” 

“ By my faith,” said Touchwood, as she with¬ 
drew, our dame turns as obstinate as a Pacha 
with three tails!—We have her gracious permis¬ 
sion to finish our mug, however; so, here is to 
your health once more, Mr Tyrrel, wishing you 
a hearty welcome to your own country.” 

I thank you, Mr Touchwood,” answered 
Tyrrel; and I return you the same good 
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wishes, with, as I sincerely liope, a much greater 
chance of their being realized,—You relieved 
me, sir, at a time when the villainy of an agent, 
prompted, as I have reason to think, by an ac¬ 
tive and powerful enemy, occasioned my being 
for a time pressed for funds.—I made remit¬ 
tances to the Rogkm you dealt with, to acquit 
myself at least of the pecuniary part of my obli¬ 
gation ; but the bills were returned, because, it 
was stated, you had left Smyrna.” 

Very true—very true—left Smyrna, and 
here I am in Scotland—as for tlie bills, we will 
speak of them another time—-something due for 
picking me up out of the gutter.” 

I shall make no deduction on that account,” 
said Tyrrel, smiling, though in no jocose mood; 

and I beg you not to mistake me. The circum¬ 
stances of embarrassment, under which you found 
me at Smyrna, were merely temporary—I am 
most able and willing to pay my debt; and, let 
me add, I am most desirous to do so.” 

—I 

Another time—^another time,” said Mr 
Touchwood—“ time enough before us, Mr Tyr¬ 
rel—brides, at Smyrna, you talked of a law-suit 
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—kw is a lick-penny, Mr Tyrrel—no counsel¬ 
lor like the pound in purse.” 

‘*For my law-suit,” said Tyrrel, I am fully 
provided.” 

** But, have you good advice ?—Hav$ you 
good advice ?” said Touchwood; “ answer me 
that.*” 

I have advised with my lawyers,” answered 
Tyrrel, internally vexed to find that his friend 
was much disposed to make his generosity upon 
the former occasion a pretext for prying farther 
into his affairs than he thought polite or conve¬ 
nient. 

With your counsel learned in the law—eh, 
my dear boy ? But the advice you should take is 
of some travelled friend, well acquainted with 
mankind and the world—some one that has lived 
double your years, and is maybe looking out 
for some bare young fellow that he may do a 
little good to^-onc that might be willing to help 
you farther than I can pretend to guess—for, as 
to your lawyer, you get just your guinea’s worth 
from him—not even so much as the baker’s bar- 
gai^l^hirteen to the dozen*” 
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I think I should not trouble myself to go 
far in search of a friend such as you describe,’' 
said Tyrrel, who could not affect to misunder¬ 
stand the senior’s drift, when I was near Mr 
Peregrine Touchwood; but the truth is, my af¬ 
fairs are at present so much complicated with 
those of others, whose secrets I have no right to 
communicate, that I cannot have the advantage 
of consulting you, or any other friend. It is pos¬ 
sible I may be soon obliged to lay aside this re¬ 
serve, and vindicate myself before the whole 
public. 1 will not fail, when that time shall 
arrive, to take an early opportunity of confiden¬ 
tial communication with you." 

That is right—confidential is the w’ord— 
No person ever made a confidant of me who re¬ 
pented it^Think what the Pacha might have 
made of it, had he taken my advice, and cut 
through the isthmus of Suez.—Turk and Chris¬ 
tian, men of all tongues and countries, used to 
consult old Touchwood, from the building of a 
mosque down to the settling of an But 

come—Good night—good night." 

So saying, he took up his bed-room light, and, 

21 
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extinguishing one of those which stood on the 
table, nodded to Tyrrel to discharge his share oi’ 
the duty imposed by Mrs Dods with the same 
punctuality, and they withdrew to their several 
apartments, entertaining very different sentiments 
of each other. 

** A troublesome, inquisitive, old gentleman,**’ 
said Tyrrel to himself; ‘‘I remember him nar¬ 
rowly 'escaping the bastinado at Smyrna, for 
thrusting his advice on the Turkish cadi^—and 
then I lie under a considerable obligation to him, 
giving him a sort of right to annoy me—Well, 
I must parry his impertinence as I can.” 

A shy cock this Frank Tyrrel,” thought the 
traveller; a very complete dodger!—But no 
matter—I shall wind him, were he to double like 
a fox—I am resolved to make his matters my 
own, and if I cannot carry him through, I know 
not who can.” 

Having formed this philanthropic resolution, 
Mr Touchwood threw himself into bed, which 
luckily declined exactly at the right angle, and, 
full of self-complacence, consigned himself to 
slumber^, 
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-So, begone ! 

Wc will not now be troubled with reply ; 

We oiler fair, take it advihcdly. 

King Ilenty IV. Pail I. 


It had been the purpose of Tyrrel, by rising 
and breakfasting early, to avoid again meeting 
Mr Touchwood, having upon his hands a matter 
in which that officious gentleman’s interference 
was likely to prove troublesome. His character, 
he was aware, had been assailed at the Spaw-in 
the most public manner, and in the most public 
manner he was resolved to demand redress, con^ 
scions that whatever other important concerns 
had brought him to Scotland, must necessarily 
be postponed to the vindication of his Iionour. 

VOL. in. D 
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He was determined, for this purpose, to go down 
to the rooms when the company was assembled 
at the breakfast hour, and had just taken his 
hat to set out, when he was interrupted by Mrs 
Dods, who, announcing a gentleman tligit was 
speering for him,” ushered into the chamber a 
very fashionable young man in a military sur- 
tout, covered with silk lace and fur, and wear¬ 
ing a foraging-cap; a dress now too familiar to 
be distinguished, but which at that time was used 
only by geniuses of a superior order. The stran¬ 
ger was neither handsome nor plain, but had in 
his appearance a good deal of pretension, and 
the cool easy superiority which belongs to high 
breeding. On his part, he surveyed Tyrrel ; and, 
as his appearance differed, perhaps, from that 
for which the exterior of the Cleikum Inn had 
prepared him, he abated something of the air 
with which he had entered the room, and polite- 
ly announced himself as Captain Jekyl, of the 
—^ Guards, (presenting, at the same time, his 
ticket.) 

He presumed he spoke to Mr Martigny.” 

** To Mr Francis Tyrrel, sir,” replied Tyrrel, 
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drawing himself up—Martigny was my mo¬ 
ther’s name—I have never borne it.” 

I am not here for the purpose of disputing 
that point, Mr Tyrrel, though I am not entitled 
to adjnit what my prindpal’s information leads 
him to doubt.” 

Your principal, I presume, is Sir Bingo 
Binks ?” said Tyrrel. I have not forgotten 
that there is an unfortunate aflair between us.” 

“ I have not the honour to know Sir lifngo 
Binks,” said Captain Jekyl. I come on the 
part of the Earl of Ethcrington.” 

Tyrrel stood silent for a moment, and then 
said, I am at a loss to know what the gentle¬ 
man who calls himself Earl of Etherlngton can 
have to say to me, through the medium of such a 
messenger as yourself, Captain Jekyl. I should 
have supposed that, considering our unhappy 
relationship, and the terms on which we stand 
towaids each other, the Ijfwyers were the fitter 
negotiators between us.” 

Sir,” said Captain Jekyl, you are misun¬ 
derstanding my errand. I am come on no mes¬ 
sage of hostile import from Lord Etherington— 
I am aware of the connection betwixt you, which 
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would render such an rilicc altogether contradic¬ 
tory to common sense and the laws of nature; 
and I assure you, I would lay down my life ra¬ 
ther than be concerned in an affair so unnatu¬ 
ral. I would act, if possible, as a mediator be¬ 
twixt you.” 

They had hitherto remained standing. Mr 
Tyrrel now ofiered his guest a seat; and, ha¬ 
ving assumed one himself, he broke the awkward 
pause which ensued by observing, “ I should be 
happy, after experiencing such a long course of 
injustice and persecution from your friend, to 
learn, even at this late period. Captain Jckyl, 
anything which can make me think better cither 
of him or of his purpose towards me and towards 
others.” 

« Mr Tyrrel,” said Captain Jekyl, you must 
allow me to speak with candour. There is too 
great a stake betwixt your brother and you to 
permit you to be friends; but I do not see it is 
necessary that you should therefore be mortal. 
enemies.” 

I am not iny brother\s enemy. Captain Je¬ 
kyl,” ^id Tyrrel—I have never been so—His 
friend I cannot be, and he knows but too well 



rllAP. III. MEDIATION. 


53 


the insurmountable barrier which his own con¬ 
duct has placed between us.” 

“ I am aware,” said Captain Jckyl, slowly and 
expressively, generally, at least, of the parti- 
cular% of your unfortunate disagreement.” 

If so,” said Tyrrcl, colouring, “ you must 
be also aware with what extreme pain I feel my¬ 
self compelled to enter on such a subject with a 
total stranger—a stranger, too, the friend and 
confidant of one who—But I will not hurt your 
feelings, Captain Jekyl, but rather endeavour to 
suppress my own. In one word, I beg to be fa¬ 
voured with the import of your communication, 
as I am obliged to go down to the Span this 
morning, in order to put to rights some matters 
there which concern me nearly.” 

“ If you mean the cause of yo^r absence from 
an appointment with Sir Bingo Binks,” said Cap¬ 
tain Jckyl, “ the matter has been already com¬ 
pletely explained. I pulled down the offensive 
placard with m 3 '^ own hand, and rendered myself 
responsible for your honour to any one who 
should pre^me to hold it in future doubt,” 
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“ Sir,'’ said Tyrrcl, very much surprised, I 
am obliged to you for your intention, the more 
so as I am ignorant how 1 have merited such 
interference. It is not, liowever, quite satisfac¬ 
tory to me, because I am accustomed to l^c the 
guardian of my own honour.’’ 

‘‘ An easy task, I ])resunic, in all cases, ]\rr 
Tyrrel,” answered »Jckyl, “ but peculiarly so in 
the present, when you will find no one so hardy 
as to assail it.—My interference, indeed, would 
have been unjustifiably odlcioiis, had I not been 
at the moment undertaking a comiiiishion imply¬ 
ing confidential intercourse Avith you. Eor the 
sake of my own character, it became necessary 
to establish yours. I know the truth of the 
whole afiair from my friend, the Earl of Ether- 
ington, who ought to thank Heaven so long as he 
lives, fliut saved him on that occasion from the 
commission of a very great crime.” 

Your friend, sir, has had, in the course of 
his life, much to thank Heaven for, but more for 
wliich to ask God’s forgiveness.” 

I am no divine, sir,” replied Ca|^n Jckyl, 
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wiih spirit; but 1 have been told that the same 
may be said of most men alive.’’ 

“ I, at least, cannot dispute it,” said Tyrrel; 
‘‘ but, to proceed.—Have you found yourself at 
liberty. Captain Jekyl, to deliver to the public 
the whole particulars of a rencontre so singular 
as that which took place between your friend and 
me 

“ I have not, sir,” said Jekyl—“ I judged it a 
matter of great delicacy, and which each of you 
had the like interest to preserve secret.” 

“ May I beg to know, then,” said Tyrrel, 
how it was possible for you to vindicate my 
absence from Sir Bingo’s rendezvous otherwise ?” 

‘‘It was only necessary, sir, to pledge my 
word as a gentleman and man of honour, charac¬ 
ters in which I am pretty well known to the 
world, that, to my certain personal knowledge, 
you were hurt in an affair witli a friend of mine, 
the further part’.' ulars of which prudence requi¬ 
red bliouid be sunk into o]>livion. I think no 
one will venture to d]}>])ute my word, or to re¬ 
quire more than my assurance—If there should 
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be any one very hard of faith on the occasion, I 
shall find a way to satisfy him. In the mean¬ 
while, your outlawry has been rescinded in the 
most honourable manner; and Sir Bingo, in 
consideration of his share in giving rise to reports 
so injurious to you, is desirous to drop all fur¬ 
ther proceedings in his original quarrel, and 
hopes the whole matter will be forgot and for¬ 
given on all sides/’ 

Upon my word, Captain Jekyl,” answered 
Tyrrel, you lay me under the necessity of ac¬ 
knowledging obligation to you. You have cut 
a knot which I should have found it very diffi¬ 
cult to unloose ; for I frankly confess, that, while 
I was determined not to remain under the stigma 
put upon me, I should have had great difficulty 
in clearing myself, without mentioning circum¬ 
stances, which, were it only for the sake of our 
father’s memory, should be buried in eternal 
oblivion, I hope your friend feels no continued 
inconvenience from bis hurt ?” 

His lordship is nearly quite recovered,” said 
Jekyl. 
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“ And I trust lie did me the justice to own, 
that, so far as my will w/is concerned, I am to¬ 
tally guiltless of the purpose of hurting him 
He docs you full justice in that and every¬ 
thing else,” replied Jekyl; “ regrets the impe¬ 
tuosity of his own temper, and is determined to 
be on his guard against it in future.” 

“ That,” said Tyrrel, “ is so far well; and 
now, may I ask once more, what communication 
you have to make to me on the part of your 
friend ?—Were it from any one but him, whom I 
have found so uniformly false and treacherous, 
your own fairness and candour would induce me 
to hope that this unnatural quarrel might be iii 
some sort ended by your mediation.” 

I then proceed, sir, under more favourable 
auspices than I expected,” said Captain Jekyl, 
“ to enter on my commission.—You are about to 
commence a law-suit, Mr Tyrrel, if Fame does 
not wrong you, for the purpose of depriving 
your brother of his estate and title.” 

The case is not fairly stated, Captain Jc- 
kyl,” replied Tyrrel ; ‘‘ I commence a lawsuit, 
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when I do commence it, for the sake of ascer¬ 
taining my own just rights.” 

It comes to the same thing eventually,” said 
the mediator ; 1 am not called upon to decide 

upon the justice of your claims, but they are, 
you will allow, newly started. The late Count¬ 
ess of Etherington died in possession—open and 
undoubted possession—of her rank in society.” 

If she had no real claim to it, sir,” replied 
Tyrrel, she had more than justice who enjoy¬ 
ed it so long; and the inj\ired lady whose claims 
were postponed, had just so mucli less.—IJut this 
is no point for you and me to discuss between us 
—it must be tried elsewhere.” 

“ Proofs, sir, of the strongest kind, will be 
necessary to overthrow a right so well establish¬ 
ed in public opinion, as that of the present pos¬ 
sessor of the title of Etherington.” 

I'yrrel took a ])rij)er from his pocket-book, 
and handing it to Caj)tain Jekyl, only answered, 
“ I have no thoughts of asking you to give up 
the cause of your friend ; bjut methinks the do- 
cumeuls of which I give you a list, may shake 
your opinion of it,” 
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Captain Jekyl read, muttering to himself, 
‘‘ ‘ Certificate of marriagey hj the Rev, Zadovk 
Kempy chaplahi to the British Rrnhassit/ at Pa¬ 
lis y between Marie de Bcllrochcy Comptesse da 
Martignyy and the Right Honourable Johtiljord 
Oakenddle—Letters between John Earl of Ether- 
ington and his ladyy under the title if Madame 
de Martigny—Certificate (f baptism — Declara¬ 
tion of the Earl if Etlierington on his death-bed^ 
—All this ib very Avell—^but may I abk you, Mr 
Tyrrel, if it is really your jmrpose to go to ex¬ 
tremity with your brother 

“ He has forgot that he is one—^he has lifted 
his hand against my life.'’ * 

You liavc shed his blood—twice shed it,” 
said Jckyl; the world will not ask which bro¬ 
ther gave the offence, but whicli received, which 
inflicted, the severest wound.” 

Your friend has inflicted one on me, sir,” 
said Tyrrel, “ that will bleed while I have the 
power of memory.” 

I understand you, sir,” said Captain Jc¬ 
kyl; ‘‘ you mean the afiair of Miss Mow¬ 
bray ?” 
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“ Sparc me on that subject, sir !” said Tyr- 
rel. “ Hitherto I have disputed my most impor¬ 
tant rights—rights which involved my rank in 
society, my fortune, the honour of my mother, 
with something like compo .sure but do not cay 
more on the topic you have touched upon, unless 
you would have before you a madman i—Is it pos¬ 
sible for you, sir, to have heard even the outline 
of this story, and to imagine that I can ever re¬ 
flect on the cold-blooded and most inhuman stra¬ 
tagem, which this friend of yours prepared for 

two unfortunates, without-” He started up, 

and walked impetuously to and fro. “ Since the 
Fiend himself interrupted the happiness of ])er- 
fect innocence, there was never such an act of 
treachery—never such schemes of happiness de¬ 
stroyed—never such inevitable misery prepared 
for two wretches who had the idcocy to repose 
perfect confidence in him !—Had there been pas¬ 
sion in his conduct, it had been the act of a man 
—a wicked man, indeed, but still a human crea¬ 
ture, acting under ^he influence of human pas¬ 
sions—^but bis was the deed of a calm, cold, cal¬ 
culating demon, acUiated by the basest and most 
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sordid motives of self-intc rest, joined, as I firmly 
believe, to an early and inveterate hatred of one 
whose claims he considered as at variance with 
his own.” 

am sorry to see you in such a temper,” 
said Captain Jekyl, calmly; “ Lord Ethering- 
ton, I trust, acted on very different motives 
than those you impute to him ; and if you will 
but listen to me, perhaps something may be 
struck out which may accommodate these un- 
happy disputes.” 

Sir,” said Tyrrel, sitting down again, I 
will listen to you with calmness, as I would re¬ 
main calm under the prc^bc of a surgeon tenting 
a festered wound. 13ut when you touch mo to the 
quick, when you prick the very nerve, you can¬ 
not expect me to endure without wincing.” 

“ I will endeavour, then, to be as brief in 
the operation as I can,” replied Captain Jekyl, 
who possessed the advantage of the most ad¬ 
mirable composure during the whole conference. 
“ I conclude, Mr Tyrrel, that the peace, happi¬ 
ness, and honour of Miss Mowbray are dear to 
you 
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Who dare impeacli her honour said Tyr- 
rel, fiercely; then checking himself, added, in a 
more moderate tone, but one of deep feeling. 
They are dear to me, sir, as my eye-sight.” 

‘‘ My friend holds them in equal regard,” said 
the Captain; and has come to the resolution 
of doing her the most ample justice,” 

He can do her justice no otherwise, than by 
ceasing to haunt this neighbourhood, to think, to 
speak, even to dream of her.” 

Lord Etherington thinks otherwise,” said 
Captain Jekyl; he believes that if Miss Mow¬ 
bray has sustained any wrong at his hands, 
which, of course, I am not called upon to admit, 
it will be best repaired by the offer to share with 
her his title, his rank, and his fortune.” 

‘‘ His title, rank, and fortune, sir, are as much 
a falsehc^od as be is himself,” said Tyrrel, with 
violence—Marry Clara Mowbray ? never !” 

My friend’s fortune, you will observe,” re¬ 
plied Jekyl, does not rest entirely upon the 
event of the law-suit with which you, Mr Tyr¬ 
rel, now threaten him.—Deprive him, if you can, 
of the Oakendale estate, he has still a large pa- 
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trimony by his mother; and besides^ as to his 
marriage with Clara Mowbray, he conceives, 
that unless it sliould be the lady’s wish to have 
the ceremony repeated, to which he is most desi¬ 
rous to defer liis own opinion, they have only to 
declare that it has already passed between them.” 

“ A trick, sir!” said Tyrrcl, “ a vile, infa¬ 
mous trick ! of which the lowest wretch in New¬ 
gate would be ashamed—the imposition of one 
person for another.” 

Of that, IMr Tyrrel, I have seen no evidence 
whatsoever. U’he clergyman’s certificate is clear 
—Francis Tyrrel is united to Clara Mowbray 
in the holy bands of wedlock—such is the tenor 
—there is a copy—nay, stop one instant, if you 
please, sir. You say there was an imposition in 
the case—I have no doubt but you speak what 
you believe, and what Miss Mowbray told you. 
She was surprised—forced in some measure from 
the husband she had just married—ashamed to 
meet her former lover, to whom, doubtless, she 
had made many a vow of love, and ne’er a true 

one—what wonder that, unsupported by her 

16 
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bridegroom, she should have changed her tone, 
and thrown all the blame of her own inconstancy 
on the absent swain ?—A woman, at a pinch so 
critical, will make the most improbable excuse, 
rather than be found guilty on her own confes¬ 
sion.” 

“ There must be no jesting in this case,” said 
Tyrrel, his cheek becoming pale, and his voice 
altered with passion. 

I am quite serious, sir,” replied Jekyl; “ and 
there is no law court in Britain that would take 
the lady’s word—ail she has to offer, and that in 
her own cause—against a whole body of evidence, 
direct and circumstantial, shewing that she was 
by her own free consent married to the gentle¬ 
man who now claims her hand.—Forgive me, sir 
—I see you are much agitated—I do not mean 
to dispute your riglit of believing what you think 
is most credible—I only use the freedom of point¬ 
ing out to you the impression which the evidence 
is likely to make on the minds of indifferent 
persons.” 

Yqur friend,” answered Tyrrel, affecting a 

14 
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composure, which, however, he was far from 
possessing, may think by such arguments to 
screen his villainy; but it cannot avail him—the 
truth is known to Heaven—it is known to me— 
and th^re is, besides, one indifferent witness up¬ 
on earth, who can testify that the most abomi¬ 
nable imposition was practised on Miss Mow¬ 
bray.” 

You mean her cousin,—Hannah Irwin, I 
think, is her name,” answered Jekyl; you see 
I am fully acquainted with all the circumstances 
of the case. But where is Hannah Irwin to be 
found ?” 

“ She will appear, doubtless, in Heaven's good 
time, and to the confusion of him who now ima¬ 
gines the only witness of his treachery—the only 
one who could tell the truth of this complicated 
mystery—either no longer lives, or, at least, 
cannot be brought forward against him, to the 
ruin of his schemes. Yes, sir, that slight ob¬ 
servation of yours has more than explained to 
me why your friend, or, to call him by his true 
name, Mr Valentine Biilmer, has not commen- 

VOL. III. E 
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ccd his machinations sooner, and also why he 
has commenced them now. He thinks liitnself 
certain that Hannah Irwin is not now in Britain, 
or to be produced in a court of justice—he may 
find himself mistaken.” 

“ My friend seems perfectly confident of the 
issue of his cause,” answered Jckyl; but for 
the lady^s sake, he is most unwilling to prosecute 
a suit which must be attended with so many cir¬ 
cumstances of painful exposure.” 

Exposure, indeed !” answered Tyrrcl ; 
thanks to the traitor who laid a mine so fear¬ 
ful, and who now affects to be reluctant to fire 
it.—Oh i how I am bound to curse that affinity 
that restrains my hands ! I would be content to 
be the meanest and vilest of society, for one hour 
of vengeance on this unexampled hypocrite !— 
One thing is certain, sir—^your friend will have 
no living victim. His persecution will kill Clara 
Mowbray, and fill up the cup of his crimes, witli 

the murder of one of the sweetest———I shall 

* 

grow a woman, if I say more on the sub- 
jectr 
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“ l\Iy rriLiul," said Jekyl, ‘‘ since you like 
to have him so defined, is as desirous as you 
can be to spare ilie lady's feelings; and witli 
tliat view, not reverting to former passages, lie 
lias laid before her brother a projiosal of alli¬ 
ance, with which Mr Mowbray is highly plea¬ 
sed.” 

Ila!” said Tyrrcl, starting—And the 
lady — 

“ And the lady has so fur proved favourable, 
as to consent that Lord Ethcrington shall visit 
Shaws Castle.” 

“ Her consent must have been extorted !” ox- 
i laimed Tyrrcl. 

It was given voluntarily,” said Jekyl, “ as I 
am led to understand; unless, perhaps, in so far 
as the desiie to v'cil these very unpleasing trans¬ 
actions may have operated, I tliink naturally 
enough, to induce her to sink them in eternal 
secrecy, by accepting Lord Etlieringtcifs hand. 
—1 see, sir, 1 give you pain, and I am sorry for 
it.—I have no title to call upon you for any ex¬ 
ertion of generosity; but, should such be Miss 
Mowbi ov’s sentiments, is it too much to expect 
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of you, that you -will not compromise the lady’s 
honour by insisting upon former claims, and 
opening up disreputable transactions so long 
past ?” 

“ Captain Jekyl,” said Tyrrel, solemnly, I 

I 

have no claims. Whatever I might have had, 
were cancelled by the act of treachery through 
which your friend endeavoured too successfully 
to supplant me. Were Clara Mowbray as free 
from her pretended marriage as law could pro¬ 
nounce her, still with me—at least, of all men 
in the world—the obstacle must ever remain, that 
the nuptial benediction has been pronounced 
over her, and the man whom I must for once 
call brother ,—” lie stopped at that word, as if it 
had cost him agony to pronounce it, and then 
resumed:—“ No, sir, I have no views of personal 
advantage in this matter—they have been long an¬ 
nihilated—But I will not permit Clara Mowbray 
to become the wife of a villain—T will watch over 
her with thoughts as spotless as those of her guar¬ 
dian angel. I have been the cause of all the evil 
o ^ * ' 

she has sustained—I first persuaded her to quit the 
path of duty—I, of all men who live, m bound 
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to protect her from the misery—irom the guilt— 
which must attach to her as this man^s wife. I 
will never believe that she wishes it—I will never 
believe, that in calm mind and sober reason, she 
can bejbrought to listen to such a guilty propo¬ 
sal.—But her mind—alas!—is not of the firm 
texture it once could boast; and your friend 
knows well how to press on the spring of every 
passion that can agitate and alarm her. Threats 
of exposure may extort her consent to this most 
unfitting match, if they do not indeed drive her 
to suicide, which, I think, the most likely ter¬ 
mination. I will therefore be strong where she 
is weak.—Your friend, sir, must at least strip 
his proposals of their fine gilding. 1 will satisfy 
Mr Mowbray of St Ronan’s of liis false preten¬ 
ces, both to rank and fortune; and I rather 
think he will protect his sister against the claim 
of a needy profligate, though he might be daz¬ 
zled with the alliance of a wealthy peer.."’ 

Your cause, sir, is not yet won,’’ answered 
Jekyl; and when it is, your brother will retain 
property enough to entitle him to marry a great¬ 
er match than Miss Mowbray, besides the large 
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estate of Ncttlcwood, to wliich that alliance must 
give him riglit. But I would M:sh to make some 
accommodation between you if it were possible. 
You profess, Mr Tyrrel, to lay aside all selfish 
wishes and views in this matter, and to lf)ok en¬ 
tirely to Miss Mowbray'’s safety and happiness 
Such, upon my Iionour, is the exclusive pur¬ 
pose of my interference—I would give all I am 
w'orth to procure her an hour of quiet—for Iiap- 
pincss she will never know again.” 

‘‘ Your anticipations of Miss Mowbray’s dis¬ 
tress,” said JekyJ, “ arc, I understand, founded 
upon the character of my friend. You think him 
a man of light principle, and because he over¬ 
reached you in a juvenile intrigue, you conclude 
that now, in his more steady and advanced years, 
tlie happiness of the lady in wliom you arc so 
much interested ought not to be trusted to him 

‘‘ There may be other grounds,” said Tyrrel, 
liastily; “ but you may argue upon those you 
have named, as sufficient to warrant my interfe- 
fcvcnce.” 

“ How, then, if I sliould propose some accom¬ 
modation of this nature ? Lord Etheringlon doe? 
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not pretend to the arvU)ur of a passionate lover. 
He lives much in the world, and has no desire to 
quit it. Miss Mowbray’s health is delicate—Ijer 
spirits variable—and retirement would most pro¬ 
bably be her choice.—Suppose—I am barely 
putting a supposition—suppose that a marriage 
between two persons so circumstanced were ren¬ 
dered necessary or advantageous to both—sup¬ 
pose that such a marriage were to secure to one 
party a large estate—weie to insure the other 
against all the consequences of an unpleasant ex¬ 
posure—still, both ends might be obtained by 
the mere ceremony of marriage passing between 
them. There might be a previous contract of 
separation, with suitable provisions for the lady, 
and stipulations, by which the husband should 
renounce all claim to her society. Such things 
happen every season, if not on the very marriage 
day, yet before the honey-moon is over.—Wealth 
and freedom wouM be the lady’s, and as much 
rank as you, sir, supposing your claims just, may 
think proper to leave them.” 

There was a long pau?c, during which Tyrrel 
underwent many changes of countenance, which 
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Jekyl watched carefully, without pressing him 

he replied, There 
is much in your proposal, Captain Jekyl, which 
I might be tempted to accede to, as one manner 
of unloosing this Gordian knot, and a compromise 
by which Miss Mowbray’s future tranquillity 
would be in some degree provided for. But I 
would rather trust a ^nged adder than your 
friend, unless I saw him fettered by the strong¬ 
est ties of interest. Besides, I am certain the un¬ 
happy lady could never survive the being con¬ 
nected with him in this manner, though but for 
the single moment when they should appear toge¬ 
ther at the altar. There are other objections—” 
He checked himself, paused, and then pro¬ 
ceeded in a calm and self-possessed tone. You 
think, perhaps, even yet, that I have some selfish 
and interested views in this business; and pro¬ 
bably you may feel youi self entitled to entertain 
the same suspicion towards me, which I avowed¬ 
ly harbour respecting every proposition which 
originates with your friend.—I cannot help it— 
1 can but meet these disadvantageous impressions 
with plain-dealing and honesty; and it is in the 


for an answer. At length 
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spirit of both that I make a proposition to you. 
—Your friend is attached to rank, fortune, and 
worldly advantages, in the usual proportion at 
least in which they are pursued by men of the 
world—this you must admit, and I will not of¬ 
fend you by supposing more.” 

I know few people who do not desire such 
advantages,” answered Captain Jekyl; and I 
frankly own, that he affects no particular degree 
of philosophic indifference respecting tliem.^ 

“ Be it so,” answered Tyrrel. “ Indeed, the 
proposal you have just made indicates that his 
pietendcd claim on this young lady’s hand is 
entirely, or almost entirely, dictated by motives 
of interest, since you are of opinion that he 
would be contented to separate from her society 
on the very marriage-day, provided that, in do¬ 
ing so, he was assured of the Ncttlewood pro¬ 
perty.” 

My proposition was unauthorized by my 
principal,” answered Jekyl; “ but it is needless 
to deny, that its very tenor implies an idea, on 
my part, that Lord Etherington is no passionate 
lover.” 
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‘‘ Well ihcn,” answered Tyrrel. ‘‘ Consider, 
sir, and let bin! consider well, that the estate 
and rank he now assumes depend upon my will 
and pleasure—.that, if I prosecut.e the claims of 
which that scroll makes you aware, he must de¬ 
scend from the rank of an carl into that of a 
commoner, stripped of by much tlie better half of 
his fortune—a diminution which would be far 
from compensated by the estate of Nettlcwood, 
even if he could obtain it, which could only be 
by means of a law-suit, precarious in the issue, 
and most dishonourable in its very essence.” 

Well, sir,” replied Jekyl, “ I perceive your 
argument—What is your proposal ?” 

‘‘ That I will abstain from prosecuting my 
claim on those honours and that property—that 
I will leave Valentine Bulmer in possession of 
his usurped title and ill-deserved wealth—that 
I will bind myself under the strongest penalties 
never to disturb his possession of the Earldom of 
Etherington, and estates belonging to it—on con¬ 
dition that he allows the woman, whose peace of 
mind he hlW* ruined for ever, to walk through 
the world in her wretchedness, undisturbed either 
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b)? his mani.i"c-sult, or by any claim founded 
iijx)n Ills own most treacherous conduct — in 
short, that he forbear to molest Clara Mowbray, 
cither by his presence, word, letter, or through 
the^intervention of a third party, and be to her 
in future as if he did not exist.” 

“ This is a singular offer,” said the Captain ; 
“ may I ask if you are serious in making it ?” 

“ I am neither surprised nor offended at the 
question,” said Tynel. I am a iiian, sir, like 
others, and affect no superiority to that which 
all men desire the possession of—a certain consi¬ 
deration and station in society, I am noronian- 
tic fool, to undervalue tlic sacrifice I am about 
to make. I renounce a rank, which is and ought 
to bo the more valuable to me, because it in¬ 
volves (he blushed as he spoke) the fame of an 
Iionoureil mother—because, in failing to claim 
it, I diftobey the commands of a dying father, 
wko wii^hcd tliat by doing so I should declare 
to the \;orld the penitence which hurried him 
jjcrliaps to the grave, and the making which 
public he considered might be some atonement 
for luB errors. I’Voni an honoured place in the 
Ignd, I descend \oiuntarily to become a nameless 
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exile; for, once certain that Clara Mowbray’s 
peace is assured, Britain no longer holds me.— 
All this I do, sir, not in any idle strain of over¬ 
heated feeling, but seeing, and knowing, and 
dearly valuing, every advantage which I renounce 
—yet I do it, and do it willingly, rather than be 
the cause of further evil to one, on whom I have 
already brought too—too much.” 

His voice, in spite of his exertions, faultcred 
as he concluded the sentence, and a big drop 
which rose to his eye, required him for the mo¬ 
ment to turn towards the window. 

1 am ashamed of this childishness,” he said, 
turning again to Captain Jekyl; ‘‘ if it excites 
your ridicule, sir, let it be at least a proof of my 
sincerity.” 

“I am far from entertaining such sentiments,” 
said Jekyl, respectfully—^for, in a long train of 
fashionable follies, his heart had not been utter¬ 
ly hardened—very far indeed. To a proposal 
so singular as yours, I cannot be expected to an¬ 
swer—except thus far—the character of the peer¬ 
age is, I believe, indelible, and cannot be resign¬ 
ed or assumed at pleasure. If you are really 
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Earl of Etberington, I cannot see how your re^ 
signing the right may avail my friend.” 

“ You, sir, it might not avail,” said Tyr- 
rel, gravely, ‘‘ because you, perhaps, might scorn 
to exercise a right, or hold a title, that was not 
legally yours. But your friend will have no 
such compunctious visitings. If he can act the 
Earl to the eye of the world, he has already 
shewn that his honour and conscience will be 
easily satisfied.” 

May I take a copy of the memorandum, 
containing this list of documents,” said Captain 
Jekyl, “ for the information of my constitu^ 
ent?” 

‘‘ The paper is at your pleasure, sir,” replied 
Tyrrel; it is itself but a copy.—But, Captain 
Jekyl,” he added, with a sarcastic expression, 
“ is, it would seem, but imperfectly let 4nto his 
friend’s confidence—he may be assured his prin¬ 
cipal is complctc^ly acquainted with the contents' 
of this paper, and has accurate copies of the 
deeds to which it refers.” 

I think it scarce possible,” said Jekyl, an- 

s«iy- 
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Possible and certain answered 'I'^ncl 
“ My father, shortly preceding his deatli, sent 
me—with a most affecting confession of his er¬ 
rors—this list of papers, and acquainted me that 
he had made a similar communication to your 
friend. That he did so I have no doubt, however 
Mr Buhner may have thought proper to dieguisc 
the circumstance in communication with you. 
One circumstance, among others, stamps at once 
his character, and confirms mo of the danger he 
apprehended by my return to Britain. He found 
means, through a scoundrelly agent, who had 
made me the usual remittances from my father 
while alive, to withhold those which were neces¬ 
sary for my return from the Levant, and I was 
obliged to borrow from a friend.” 

** Indeed.?” replied Jckyl. It is the first 
time,! liave heard of these papers—May I in¬ 
quire where the originals are, and in whose cus¬ 
tody 

“ I was in the East,” answered Tyrrel, du¬ 
ring my father^s last illness, and these papers 
were by him deposited with a respectable com¬ 
mercial house, with which he was connected. 
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They were enclosed in a cover directed to me, and 
that again in an envelope, addressed to the prin¬ 
cipal person in their firm.” 

“ You must be sensible,” said Captain Jckyl, 
‘‘ that I can scarcely decide on the extraordinary 
ofTer which you have been pleased to make, of 
resigning the claim founded on these documents, 
unless I had a previous opportunity of exami¬ 
ning them.” 

“ Ydu shall have that opportunity—I will 
write to have them sent down by the post—they 
lie but in small compass.” 

This, then,” said the Captain, sums up 
all that can be said at present.—Supposing these 
proofs to be of unexceptionable authenticity, I 
certainly would advise my friend Etherington to 
put to sleep a claim so important as yours, even 
at the expense of resigning his matrimonial spe¬ 
culation—I presume you design to abide by your 
ofler ?” 

I am not in the habit of altering my mind 
—still less of retracting my word,” said Tyrrcl, 
somewhat haughtily. 


20 



80 


CHAP. III. MEDIATION. 


We part friends, I hope,” said Jekyl, rising, 
and taking his leave. 

Not enemies certainly. Captain Jekyl. I 
will own to you I owe you my thanks, for extri¬ 
cating me from that foolish affair at the Well— 
nothing could have put me to more inconveni¬ 
ence than the necessity of following to extremity 
a frivolous quarrel at the present moment.” 

You will come down among us then ?” said 
Jekyl. 

‘‘ I certainly shall not wish to seem to hide 
myself,” answered Tyrrel; “ it is a circumstance 
might be turned against me—I have a party who 
will avail himself of every advantage. I have 
but one path. Captain Jekyl—that of truth and 
honour.” 

Captain Jekyl bowed, and took his leave. So 
soon as he was gone, Tyrrel locked the door of 
the apartment, and drawing from his bosom a 
portrait, gazed on it with a mixture of sorrow 
and tenderness, until the tears dropped from his 
eye. 

It was the picture of Clara Mowbray, such as 

ir 
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he Iiad known her in the days of their youthful 
Jovcj and taken by himself, whose early turn for 
painting had already developed itself. The fea¬ 
tures of the blooming girl might be yet traced in 
the fine countenance of tho more matured origin¬ 
al. lJut what was now become of the glow which 
had shaded lier check ?—what of the arch, yet 
subdued pleasantry, which lurked in the eye?—* 
wdiat of the joyous content, which composed every 
feature to the expression of an TiUphrosync ?— 
Alas ! those were long fled !—Sorrow had laid 
Ills liand upon lier—the purple liglit of youth 
was quenched—the glance of innocent gaiety was 
exchanged for looks now moody with ill conceal¬ 
ed care, now animated by a spirit of reckless and 
satirical observation. 

What a wreck ! what a WTeck !” exclaimed 
Tyrrel; ‘‘ and all of one wretch’s making.—Can 
I put the last hand to the work, and be her mur¬ 
derer oufright? I cannot—I cannot!—I will be 
strong in the resolve I have formed—I will sa¬ 
crifice all—rank—station—fortune—and fame, 
llevenge I —revenge itself, the last good left me 
—revenge itself I will sacrifice to obtain her 
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such tranquillity as she may be yet capable to 
enjoy.*” 

In this resolution he sat down, and wrote a 
letter to the commercial house with whom the 
documents of his birth, and other relative pa«> 
pers, were deposited, requesting that the packet 
containing them should be forwarded to him 
through the post-office. 

Tyrrel was neither unambitious, nor without 
those sentiments respecting personal considera¬ 
tion, which arc usually united with deep feeling 
and an ardent mind. It was with a trembling 
hand, and a watery eye, but with a heart firmly 
resolved, that he sealed and dispatched the let¬ 
ter ; a step towards the resignation, in favour of 
his mortal enemy, of that rank and condition in 
life, which was his own by right of inheritance, 
but had so long bung in doubt betwixt them. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

INTRUSION. 


By luy troth, I will go with thee to the lane’e-cnd !—1 am a 
kind oi buir^I shall stick. 


Measure foi Measuje» 


It was now far advanced in autumn. The dew 
lay thick on the long grass, where it was touched 
by the sun; but where the sward lay in sliadow, 
it was covered with hoar frost, and crisped under 
JekyPs foot, as he returned through the woods 
of St Honan's. The leaves of the ash trees detach¬ 
ed themselves from the branches, and without an 
air of wind fell spontaneously on the path. The 
mists still lay lazily upon the heights, and the 
huge old tower of St Honan's was entirely 
shrouded with vapour, excepting where a sun- 



84 


CHAP. lY. INTKUSrOV. 


beam, struggling with the mist, penetrated into 
its wrealh so far as to shew a projecting turret 
upon one of the angles of the old fortress, which, 
Jong a favourite haunt of the raven, ^^as popular¬ 
ly called the Corbie’s Tower. Heneath, the scene 
was open and lightsome, and the robin red¬ 
breast was chirping his best, to atone for the 
gcncc of all other choristers. The line foliage of 
autumn was seen in many a glade, running up 
the sides of each little ravine, russet-hued and 
goldcn-spccked, and tinged frequently wdtli the 
red hues of the mountain-ash; wliiJe here and 
there a huge old fir, the native gr(»wth of tl^c 
soil, flung his broad shadow over the re»t of the 
trees, and seemed to exult in the permanence of 
his dusky livery over the more showy, but tran¬ 
sitory brilliance by which he w'as surrounded. 

Such is the scene, which, so often described in 
prose and in poetry, yet seldom loses its cfrcct 
upon tlie ear or upon the eye, and througli which 
we wander with a strain of mind congenial to the 

m 

decline of the year. There are few wlio do not 
feel the impression; and even Jekyl, though 
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bred to far different pursuits than thoae most 
favourable to such contemplation, relaxed his 
pace to admire the uncommon beauty of the 
land&cafjc. 

Pcrliaps, also, he was in no hurry to rejoin the 
Earl of Ethcrington, towards whose service he felt 
himself more disinclined since his interview with 
Tyrrel. It was clear that nobleman had not fully 
reposed in his fiicnd the confidence promised ; 
he had not made him aware of the existence of 
those important documents of proof, on which 
the whole fate of his negotiation appeared now 
to hinge, and in so far had deceived him. Yet, 
when he pulled from his pocket, and re-read 
Lord Ethcrington’s explanatory letter, he could 
not help being more sensible than he had been 
on the first perusal, how much the present pos¬ 
sessor of that title felt alarmed at his brother’s 
claims; and he had some compassion for the nar 
tural feeling that inu&t have rendered him shy 
of couinuinicatiug at once the very worst view of 
his case, even to his most confidential friend. 
Upon the whole, he remembered that Lord Ethe- 
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rington had been his benefactor to an unusual 
extent; that he h promised him his active and 
devoted assistance, in extricating him from the 
difficulties with which he seemed at present sur¬ 
rounded ; that, in quality of his confidant, he 
had become acquainted with the most secret 
transactions of his life; and that it could only be 
some very strong cause indeed, which could 
justify breaking off from him at this moment. 
Yet he could not help wishing either that his 
own obligations had been less, his friend’s cause 
better, or, at least, the friend himself more wor¬ 
thy of assistance. 

“ A beautiful morning, sir, for such a foggy, 
d—d climate as this ?” said a voice close by 
Jekyl’s ear, which made him at once start out of 
his contemplation. He turned half round, and 
beside him stood our honest friend Touchwood, 
his throat muffled in his large Indian handker¬ 
chief, huge gouty shoes thrust upon his feet, his 
bob-wig well powdered, and his gold-headed 
cane in his hand, carried upright as a seijeant’s 
halbert. One glance of contemptuous survey 
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entitled Jekyl, according to his modish ideas^ 
to rank the old gentleman^ a regular-built 
Quiz, and to treat him as gentlemen of his 
Majesty'^s Guards think themselves entitled to 
use every unfashionable variety of the human 
species. A slight inclination of a bow, and a 
very cold You have the advantage of me, 
sir,’' dropped as it were unconsciously from his 
tonguo, were meant to repress the old gentle¬ 
man's advances, and moderate his ambition to be 
hail fellow well met with his betters. But Mr 
Touchwood was callous to the intended rebuke; 
he had lived too much at large upon the world, 
and was far too confident of his own merits to 
take a repulse easily, or to permit his modesty to 
interfere with any purpose which he had formed. 

^‘Advantage of you, sir .J*” he replied; I have 
lived too long in the worl(} not to keep all the 
advantages I have, and get ail I can-—and 1 
reckon it one that I have overtaken you, and 
shall have the pleasure of your company to the 
WeU.” 

I should but interrupt your worthier medita- 
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tions^ sir,” said the other; besides, I am a mo¬ 
dest young man, aUd think myself fit for no bet¬ 
ter company than my own—moreover, I ivalk 
slow—very slow.—Good morning to you, Mr 
A—A—I believe my treacherous memory has 
let slip your name, sir.” 

My name ! —Why, your memory must have 
been like Pat Murtougli’s greyhound, that let 
the hare go before he caught it. You never 
heard my name in your life. Touchwood is my 
name. What d’ye think of it, now you know 
it 

‘‘ I am really no connoisseur in surnames,” 
answered Jekyl; “ and it is quite the same to 
me whether you call yourself Toucliwood or 
Touchstone. Don’t let me keep you from walk¬ 
ing on, sir. You will find breakfast far advan¬ 
ced at the Well, sir, and your walk has proba¬ 
bly given you an appetite.” 

Which will serve me to luncheon-time, I 
promise you,” said Touchwood; I always 
drink my coffee so soon as my feet are in my 
pabouches—it’s the way all over the East. Nc- 
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ver trust my breakfast to their scalding milk and 
water at the Well, I assurdi^ou ; and for walk¬ 
ing blow, I have had a touch of the gout.” 

“ IIave.you ?” said Jekyl; “ I am sorry for 

that; because, if you have no mind to breakfast, 

■0 

I have—and so, Mr 'I'ouchstone, good morrow 
to you.” 

But, although the 3 "oung soldier went off at 
double quick time, liis pertinacious attendant 
kept close by his side, displaying an activity 
which deemed inconsistent with his make and his 
y^ears, and talking away the whole time, so as to 
shew that his lungs were not in the least degree 
incommoded by the unusual rapidity of mothm. 
Nay, young gentleman, if you are for a good 
smart walk, I am for you, and the gout may be 
d—d. You are a lucky follow, to have youth 
on your side ; but yet, so far as between the Auf- 
toun and the Well, I think I could walk you 
for your sum, barring running—all heel and toe 
—■equal weight, and I would match Barclay him¬ 
self for a mile ” 

Upon my word, you are a gay old gentle- 
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man said Jekyl, relaxing his pace; and if 
we must be fellow-travellers, though I can see 
no great occasion for it, I must even shorten sail 
for you.” 

So saying, and as if another means of deliver¬ 
ance had occurred to him, he slackened his pace, 
took out an ivory case of segars, and, lighting 
one with his briquet^ said, while he walked on, 
and bestowed as much of its fragrance as he 
could upon the face of his intrusive companion, 

Vergeben sic mein herr—ich bin erzogen in 
kmserlicher dienst—muss rauchen cin kleinc we- 
nig.” 

Rauchen sie immer fort,” said Touchwood, 
producing a huge meerschaum, which, suspend¬ 
ed by a chain from his neck, lurked in the bo¬ 
som of his coat, habe auch mein pfeichen— 
Seben sie den lieben topfand he began to re¬ 
turn the smoke, if not the fire, of his companion, 
in full volumes, and with interest. 

“ The devil take the twaddle,” said Jekyl to 
himself, be is too old and too fat to be treated 
after the manner of Professor Jackson; and, on 
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my life, 1 cannot tell what to make of him.—>He 
is a residenter too—I must tip him the cold 
shoulder, or he will be pestering me eternally.” 

Accordingly, he walked on, sucking his segar, 
and ^parently in as abstracted a mood as Mr 
Cargill himself, without paying the least atten¬ 
tion to Touchwood, who, nevertheless, continued 
talking, as if he had been addressing the most 
attentive listener in Scotland, whether it were 
the favourite nephew of a cross, old, rich bache¬ 
lor, or the aid-de-camp of some old, rusty, fire¬ 
lock of a general, who tells stories of the Ameri¬ 
can war. 

And so, sir, I can put up with any compa¬ 
nion at a pinch, for I have travelled in all sort 
of ways, from a caravan down to a carrier’s cart; 
but the best society is the best everywhere; and 
I am happy I have fallen in with a gentleman 
who suits me so well as you.—That grave, steady 
attention reminds me of Elfi Bey—you might 
talk to him in English, or anything he understood 
least of—you might have read Aristotle to Elfi, 
and not a mu^le would he stir—give him his 
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pipe, and he would sit on his cusliion as if he 
took ill every word of what you said.'’ 

Captain Jckyl threw away the remnant of his 
segar, with a little movement of pettishness, and 
began to whistle an oj)era air. 

“ There again, now !—That is just so like the 
Marquis, another dear friend of mine, that 
whistles all the time you talk to him—lie says be 
learned it in the reign of terror, when a man was 
glad to whistle to shevv his throat was whole.— 
And, talking of great folks, what do you think 
of this affair between Lord Etherington and his 
brother, or cousin, as some folks call him P" 
Jekyl ab:5olutely staiLed at the question; a 
degree of emotion, \^hich, had it been witnessed 
by any of his fasliionable friends, would for ever 
have ruined his pretensions to rank in tlieir firat 
order. 

What affairhe asked, so soon as he could 
command a certain degree of composure. 

Why, you know the news surely:' Erancirt 
Tyrrel, whom all the company voted a coward 
the other day, turns out as brave a fellow as any 
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of US ; for, instead of having run away to avoid 
having his ow i\ throat cut by Sir Bingo Binks, he 
was at the very moment ci)o:a<ied in a callaiit at- 
tempt to murder his elder brother, or his more 
lawful^bi other, or his cousin, or some such near 
relation.'” 

1 believe you are misinformed, sir,*” said Je- 
kyl dryly, and then resumed, as deftly as be 
could, bis proper character of a pococurante. 

1 am told,'*’ conliniied Touchwood, one 
Jekyl acted as a second to tlieru both on tlie oc¬ 
casion—a ]iropcr fellcjw, sir—one of tlioso fine 
gentlemen whom we pay for polishing the pave¬ 
ment in Bond Street, and looking at a thick shoe 
and a pair of worsted stockings, as if the wearer 
were none of their paymasters. However, I be¬ 
lieve the Commander-in-Chief is like to discard 
Jiini w'hen he hears wliat has liappencd.” 

“ Sir !” said Jekyl, fiercely—then, recollecting 
the folly of bcin;^ with an original of his 

companion’s description, he proceeded more cool¬ 
ly, “ You arc misinformed—Captain Jekyl knew 
nothing of any such matter as you refer to—you 
talk of a person you know nothing of—Captain 
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Jekyl is ——” (Here he stopped a little, scan- 
dalized^ perhaps, at the very idea of vindicating 
himself to such a personage from such a charge.) 

Ay, ay,^ said the traveller, filling up the 
chasm in his own way,"’ “ he is not worth our 
talking of, certainly-—but 1 believe he knew as 
much of the matter as either you or I do, for all 
that.’’ 

Sir, this is either a very great mistake, or 
wilful impertinence. However absurd or intrusive 
you may be, I cannot allow you, eitlier in igno¬ 
rance or incivility, to use the name of Captain 
Jekyl with disrespect.—I am Captain Jekyl, 
sir. 

« Very like, very like,” said Touchwood, with 
the most provoking indifference; I guessed as 
much before.” 

Then, sir, you may guess what is likely to 
follow, when a gentleman hears himself unwar¬ 
rantably and unjustly slandered,” replied Cap- 
tmn Jekyl, surprised and provoked that his an¬ 
nunciation of name and rank seemed to be treat¬ 
ed so lightly, “ I advise you, sir, not to proceed 
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too far upon the immunity of your age and insig* 
nificance.'^ 

I never presume farther than I have good 
reason to think necessary. Captain Jekyl,^ an¬ 
swered Touchwood, with great composure. I 
am too old, as you say, for any such idiotical busi¬ 
ness as a duel, which no nation I know of prac¬ 
tises but our silly fools of Europe—and then, as 
for your switch, which you are grasping with so 
much dignity, that is totally out of the question. 
Look you, young gentleman; four-fifths of my 
life have been spent among men who do not set 
a man's life at the value of a button on his col¬ 
lar—every man learns, in such cases, to protect 
himself as he can; and whoever strikes me must 
stand to the consequences. 1 have always a brace 
of bull-dogs about me, which put age and youth 
on a level.” 

So saying, he exhibited a very handsome, high- ^ 
ly-finished, and richly mounted pair of pistols. 

Catch me without my tools,” said he, signi¬ 
ficantly buttoning his coat over the arms, which 
were concealed in a side-pocket, ingeniously con¬ 
trived for that purpose. “ I see you do not 

10 
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know what to make of me,” he continued, in a 
familiar and confidential tone ; but, to tell you 
the truth, everybody that has meddled in this St 
lioiiaifs business is a little off the hooks—some¬ 
thing of a iUe liiaJUc^ in plain words, a little 
crazy, or so; and I do not affect to be much 
wiser than other people.” 

“ Sir,” said Jeky], “ your manners and dis¬ 
course arc so unprecedented, that I must ask 
your meaning plainly and decidedly—Do you 
mean to insult me, or no ?” 

No insult at all, young oentleman—all fair 
meaning, and above bc^ard—I only wished to let 
you know what the world may say, that is all.” 

Sir,” said Jek}l, hastily, the world may 
tell what lies it pleases ; but I was not ])rcsent at 
the rencontre bet\vccn Dlheringtou and Mr Tyr- 
rel—I was some hundred miles off.” 

“ There now,” said Touchwood, ‘‘ there was 
a rencontre between them—the very thing I 
wanted to know.” 

“ Sir,” said Jckyl, aware too late that, in his 
haste to vindicate himself, he had committed his 
friend, I desire you will found nothing on an 

21 
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expression hastily used to vindicate myself from 
a false aspersion—I only meant to say, if there 
was an affair such as you talk of, I knew no¬ 
thing of it.” 

Never mind—never mind—I shall make no 
bad use of what I have learned,” said Touch- 
wood ; were you to eat your words with the 
best fish-sauce, (and that is Burgess’s,) I have 
got all the information from them I wanted.” 

You are strangely pertinacious, sir,” replied 
Jekyl. 

O, a rock, a piece of flint for that—What I 
have learned, I have learned, but I will make 
no bad use of it.—Hark ye. Captain, I have no 
malice against your friend—perhaps the contra¬ 
ry—but he is in a bad course, sir—has kept a 
false reckoning, for as deep as he thinks himself; 
and I tell you so, because I hold you (your 
finery out of the question) to be, as Hamlet says, 
indifferent honest; Init, if you were not, why, 
necessity is necessity ; and a man will take a Be¬ 
douin for his guide in the desert, w hom he would 
not trust with an aspar in the cultivated field; 
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so I tliiuk of I mposing soni(‘ confidence in yon- 
have not made np my mind yet, 

“On iny word, sir, I arn greatly fiatterod, 
both by your intentions and your hcMtalion," 
said Captain dcKyl. “ You \vcn- ]M('asid Ki sa\ 
just now, that every oiu’ concerneii wUjj dies*- 
matters was sometliino- parliculai.'' 

“ A^% ay—something era/}-—a Jit tie mad, oi 
so. That was what I said, and I can prove it.^' 
“ I should be glad to heal the proof,’’ said Jc- 
kyl—“ I liofie you do not <'Ncejit yourself?*’ 

“ Oh ! bv no means,'’ answt<^cd '^I’ouchwood ; 
“ I am one of the maddi'st old bo} ^ t'ver slept out 
of straw, or went loose. Jhat you can put fishing 
questions in your turn, CajAaiu, I see tliat—you 
w’ould fain know how much, or how^ little, I am in 
all these secrets. Well, that is as liereaftcr may bi 
In the meantime, here are my proofs.—Old l^crog^ 
£i*ie Mowbrav was mad, to like tlie soiiiitl of Mow - 
bray better than that of Scrogeic; young Scrog- 
gic w^as mad, not to like it as well. The old Earl 
of Ethcrington was not sane when he married a 
Frcncli wife in secret, and devilish mad indeed 
when be mairicd an English one in public. Then 
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for the "00(1 folks licre, Mowbmy of St RoDan's 
is cracked, when lie wishes to give his sister to he 
knows not precisely wlioni; She is a fool not to 
take liini, because slic docs know who he is, and 
wlia^ lyis Idccii between them ; and your friend is 
maddest of all, that seeks her under such a heavy 
penalty;—and you and I, Captain, go mad gra- 
for company's sake, when we mix ourselves 
with such a mess of folly and frenzy.” 

Keaily, sir, aJl Hvii you have said is an ab¬ 
solute riddle to inc.^' 

“ Itiddlj^ hi r(‘ad,” said Touchwood, 

nodding , -f \<)u Jia\e any desire to read mine, 
pray, lake iiotite, that this being our first intcr- 
r ]iu\e exerted myself lea fraia dc 
roDW) ^i!rio)h\ a-! Jack Frenchman says; if you 
want niotlier, \ou ma} come to jVfrs Dods’s, at 
the v'lelkinii Inn, any d ly before Saturday, at 
four pivei'^elv, when you will hnd none of your 
lialf-siarved, long-limbed biindics of bones, which 
you ca'l poultry ai tlic table (fliote, but a right 
Chitty-gong fowl - I got I\Irs J)ods tlie breed 
from old Een Vandewa&h, the Dutch broker— 
stew'cd to a minute, with rice and mushrooms.— 
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If you can eat without a silver fork, and your 
appetite serves you, you shall be welcome—that’s 
all.—So, good morning to you, good master lieu¬ 
tenant, for a captain of the Guards is but a lieu¬ 
tenant after all.” 

So saying, and ere Jekyl could make any an¬ 
swer, the old gentleman turned short off inlo a 
path which led to the healing fountain, branching 
away from that which conducted to the Hotel. 

Uncertain with whom he had been liolding a 
conversation so strange. Joky] remained looking 
after him, until his attention was roused by a 
little boy, who crej)t out from an adjoining 
thicket, with a switch in his hand, which he had 
been just cutting,—probably against regulations 
to the contrary effect made and provided, for lie 
held himself ready to take cover in the copse 
again, in case'any one were in sight who might 
be interested in chastising his delinquency. Cap¬ 
tain Jekyl easily recognized in him one of tliat 
hopeful class of imps, who pick up a precarious 
livelihood about places of public resort, by go¬ 
ing errands, brushing shoes, doing the groom’s 
and coachman’s work in the stables, driving don- 
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kios, opening gates, and so fortli, for about one- 
tenth part of tlicir time, spending the rest in 
gambling, sleeping in the sun, and otherwise 
qualifying themselves to exercise the profession 
of thieyes and pickpockets, either separately, or 
ill conjunction with tliose of waiters, grooms, 
and postilions. The little outcast had an indif¬ 
ferent pair of pantaloons, and about half a jacket, 
for, like Pentapolin with the naked arm, he went 
on action with his right shoulder bare; a third 
part of what had once been a hat covered his 
hair, bleached wiiitc by the sun, and his face, as 
brown as a berry, was illumined by a pair of eyes, 
which, for spying out either peril or profit, might 
have rivalled those of the hawk. 

‘‘ Come hither, ye unhanged whelp,” said Je- 
kyl, “ and tell me if you know the old gentleman 
that passed down the walk just now—yonder he 
is, still in sight.” 

“ It is the Naboab,” said the boy; I could 
swear lo liis back among all tlic backs at the 
Waal, your honour.” 

“ What do you call a Nabob, you varlet 
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A Naboab—Naboab answered the scout; 
“ odd, I believe it is aiie comes fi’ae foreign parts, 
with iiiair siller than liis ])oiiches can baud, and 
spills it a’ throiigli the country—they are as yel¬ 
low as Grangers, and maun hae a' thing their ain 
gate.” 

And what is this Naboalfs name, as you cal! 
him?” demanded Jekyl. 

“ His name is Touchwood,” said his informer ; 
“ ye may see him at the Waal every morning” 
“ I have not seen him at the ordinary.” 

Na, na,” ansAvered the boy; he is a (pjeer 
auld cull, he disna frequent wu’ other folk, but 
lives up by at the Cleikum.—He gave me half a 
crown yince, and forbade me to play it awa" at 
pitch and toss.” 

And you disobeyed him, of course 
‘‘ Na, I didna dis-obeyed liim—I plaid it awa' 
at neevic-necvie-nick-nack.’ 

Well, there is sixpence for thee ; lose it to 
the devil if thou think’st proper.” 

So saying, he gave the little galopin liis dona¬ 
tive, and a slight rap on the pate at the same 
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time, which sent him scouring fiom his piv*eiice. 
lie himself liastcued to Lord Kt.herington‘’s aparU 
ments, and, as luck would have it, found the 
Lari alone. 
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I will converse with iron-witted clowns 
And unu''pecti\e lools—none arc lor me 
That look into me with suspicious eyes. 

litchard III, 


“ IIow now, Jckylsaid Lord Etherington, 
eagerly ; “ what news from the enemy ?—Have 
you seen him P’’ 

“ I have,’"' replied Jekyl. 

“ And in what humour did you find him ?— 
in none tliat was very favourable, I dare say, for 
you have a baffled and perplexed look, that con¬ 
fesses a losing game—I have often warned you 
how your hang-dog look betrays you at brag— 
And then, when you would fain brush up your 
courage, and put a good face on a bad game, 
your bold looks always remind me of a staiidai'd 
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hoisted only half-mast high, and betraying me¬ 
lancholy and dejection, instead of triumph and 
defiance.*” 

“ I am only liolding the cards for your lord- 
ship aV present,"” answered Jekyl; and I wish 
to Heaven there may be no one looking over the 
liand.’’ 

“ How do you mean by that 

“ IVhy, I was beset, on returning through the 
wood, by an old bore, a Nabob, as they call him, 
and Touchwood by name.” 

I have seen such a quiz about,"” said Lord 
Etherington—“ What of him 

Nothing,’'answered Jekyl; “ excepting that 
he sec met! to know much more of your affairs 
than you should wish or arc aware of. He smoked 
the truth of the rencontre betwixt Tyrrel and 
you, and wdiat is worse—I must needs confess 
the truth—he contrived to wring out of me a 
sort of confirmation of his suspicions.” 

’Siife ! wert tfiou mad said Lord Ether¬ 
ington, turning pale; His is the very tongue 
to send the story through tlie whole country— 
Hal, you have undone me.” 

^ m/ 
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I hope not/’ said drkyl ; ‘‘I trust in lloa- 
ven T have not !—llis kn<)\vledge is quite general 
—only tl lat tlieje was some scufHe between you 
—Do not look so dismayed about it, or I wiil 
e’en go back and cut his throat, to seciuwhis se¬ 


crecy. 


If 


“ Cursed indiscretion !” 


answered the Earl— 


how coidd you let h in fix on you at all r” 

‘‘ 1 cannot tell,’^ said Jckyl—he has powers 
of boring beyond ten of the dullest of all possiblt? 
doctors—stuck like a lampit to a rock—a])erfe(l 
double of the Old ]\Ian of the Sea, w ho I take 


to have been the greatest bore on record.” 

“ Could you not have Uirned him on his liack 
like a turtle, and leil him there said l.ordi 


Etherington. 

“ And had an ounce of L ad in my body fi)r 
iny pains ^ No—no—we have already had foot¬ 
pad work enough—I promise you the old buck 
was armed, as if he meant to hing folks on the 
low toby.” 

“ Well—well—Hut Martigny, or Tyrrel, as 
you call liiin—what says he .p” 
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“ Why Tyrrcl, or Martigny as your Jordship 
calls him,” answered dckyl, will by no means 
listen to your lordsliip’s proposition. Ife will not 
consent that Miss Mowbray’s liappiness shall be 
placed^in your lordship’s keeping; nay, it did 
not meet his approbation a bit the more, wlicn I 
hinted at the acknowledgment of the marriage, 
or tlie repetition of tlie ceremony, attended by 
an immediate separation, which I thought i 
might venture to propose.” 

“ And on what grounds does lie refuse so rea¬ 
sonable an aeconimodalion ?” said I.ord Ether- 
iiigton—“ Does he still seek to marry the girl 
himself ?” 

‘‘ I believe he thinks the circumstances of the 
case render that impossible,” replied his confi¬ 
dant. 

What? then he would play the dog in the 
manger—neither eat nor let eat ?--He shall find 
himself mistaken. She has used me like a dog, 
Jekyl, since T saw you ; and, by Jove ! I will 
have her, that 1 may break her pride, and cut 
him to the liver with the agony of seeing it.” 

“ Nay^ hut hold—hold !” said Jekyl; per- 
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haps I have something to say on his part, that 
may be a better compromise than all you could 
have by tcazing him. He is willing to purchase 
what he calls Miss Mowbray’s tranquillity, at 
the expense of his resignation of his claims to 
your father’s honours and estate; and he sur¬ 
prised me very much, my lord, by sliewing me 
this list of documents, which, I am afraid, makes 
his success more than probable, if there really 
are such proofs in existence.” Lord Ltherington 
took the paper, and seemed to read with much 
attention, while Jekyl proceeded,—He has 
written to procure these evidences from the per¬ 
son with whom they are deposited.” 

“ AVc shall see what like they arc when they 
arrive,” said Lord Ltherington ; tl%ey come by 
post, I suppose ?” 

“ Yes; and may be immediately expected,” 
said Jekyl. 

“ Well—-he is my brother on one side of the 
house, at least,” said Lord Etherington ; “ and 
I should not much like to have him lagged for 
forgery, which I suppose will be the end of his 
bolstering up an unsubstantial plea by fabricated 
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documents—I should like to see these papers he 
talks of.” 

“ Hut, my lord,” replied .Tckyl, “ Tyrrcl’s 
allegation is, that you have seen them; and that 
copies, jit least, were made out for you, and are 
in your possession—such is his averment.” 

“ He lies,” answered Lord Etherington, “ so 
far as he pretends I know of such papers. I 
consider the whole story as froth—foam—fudge, 
or whatever is most unsubstantial. It will j)n)ve 
such when the papers appear, if indeed tliey 
ever shall appear. The whole is a bully from !)e- 
ginning to end; and I wonder at tliee, Jekyi, 
for being so thirsty after syllabub, that you can 
swallow such wbip'd cream as that stuff amounts 
to.—No, no—I know my advantage, and shall 
use it so as to make all their hearts bleed. As 
for these papers, I recollect now that my agent 
talked of copies of some manuscripts having been 
sent liirn, but the originals were not then forth¬ 
coming ; and 1^11 bet the long odds that they never 
are—mere fabrications—If I thought otherwise, 
would I not tell you 

“ Certainly, I hope you would, my lord,” said 
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Jekyl ; for I sec no chance of* my being useful 
to you, unless I have the honour to enjoy your 
confidence.” 

‘‘ You do—^}^ou do, my friend,” said I^ther- 
ington, shaking him by the hand ; and^since I 
must consider your present negotiation as failed, 
I must devise sonic oilier mode of settling with 
this mad and troublesome fellow.” 

“No violence, my lord,” said Jekyl, once 
more, and with much emphasis. 

“ None—none—none, by heaven! — Wliy, 
tliou suspicious wretch, must I swear, to quell 
your scruples ?—On the contrary, it sliall not 
be my fault, if we are not on decent terms ” 

“It would be infinitely to the advantage of 
both your cliaractcrs if you could bring that to 
pass,” answered Jekyl; “ and if you are serious 
in wishing it, I will endeavour to prepare Tyr- 
rcl. He comes to the Well or to the ordinary to¬ 
day, and it would be highly ridiculous to make 
a scene.” 

“ True, true ; find him out, my dear Jekyl, 
and persuade him how foolish it will be to bring 
our family quarrels out before strangers, and for 
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their anuiscment. They sliall see the two bears 
can meet without biting.—Go—go—I will follow 
you instantly—^go, and remember you have my 
full and exclusive confidence.—Go, half-bred, 
slarthng fool r he continued, the inslant Jekyl 
had left the room, “ with just spirits enough to 
ensure your own ruin, by Iinrrying you into 
what you arc not up to. Hut he has character 
in the world—is brave—and one of those whose 
countenance gives a fair face to a doubtful busi¬ 
ness. He is my creature, too—I liave bought 
and paid for him, and it would be idle extrava- 
ff.ance not to make use of him—Jlui as to confi- 
deuce—no confidence, lioncst Hal, beyond that 
wliicli cannot be avoided. If I wanted a confi¬ 
dant, here conie.s a better than thou by half— 
SoliiK^s lias no scruples—-he will always give me 
money’s worth of zeal and secrecymoney.'’ 

His lordship’s valet at tliis moment entered 
the apartment, a grave, civil-looking man, past 
the middle age, with a sallow complexion, a 
dark, ihouglitful eye, slow, and sparing of speech, 
and sedulously attentive to all the duties of his 
situation. 
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“ Solmes,'’ said Lord Etherington, and then 
stopped short. 

** My lord—” There was a pause ; and when 
Lord Etherington had again said, “ Solmes 
and his valet had answered, “ Your lordship,” 
there was a second pause; until the Earl, as if 
recollecting hiinself, Oh ! I remember what I 
wished to say—it was about the course of post 
here. It is not very regular, I believe ?” 

** Regular enough, my lord, so far as concerns 
this place—the people in the Aulton do not get 
their letters in course.” 

“ And why not, Solmes said his lord- 
ship. 

“ The old woman who keeps the little inn 
there, my lord, is on bad terms with the post- 

i 

mistress—the one will not send for the letters, 
and the other will not dispatch them to the vil¬ 
lage ; so, betwixt them, they are sometimes lost, 
or mislaid, or returned to the general post-of¬ 
fice” 

“ I wish that may not be the case of a packet 
which I expect in a few days—it should have 

been here already, or, perhaps, it may arrive in 

12 



CHAP. V. DISCUSSION. 


ns 


the beginning of the week—-it is from that formal 
ass, Trueman the qiiaker, who addresses me by 
my Christian and family name, Fra^is Tyrrel. 
He is like enough to mistake the inn, too, and 
I should be sorry it fell into Monsieur Martig- 




ny’s hands—I suppose you know he is in that 
neighbourhood. Look after its safety, Solmes— 
quietly, you understand; because people might 
put odd constructions, as if I were wanting a 
letter which was not my own.’’ 

“ I understand perfectly, my lord,” said 
Solmes, without exhibiting the slightest change 
in his sallow countenance, though perfectly com¬ 
prehending the nature of the service required. 

And here is a note will pay for postage,” 
said the Earl, putting into his valet’s hand a 
bank-bill of considerable value; and you may 
keep the balance for occasional expenses.” 

This was also fully understood; and Solmes, 
too politic and cautious even to look intelligence, 
or ackiiowJedgcgratitude, made only a bow of ac¬ 
quiescence, put the note into his pocket-book. 


VOL. III. 


II 
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and assured his lordship that ills commands 
should be punctually attended to. 

‘‘ There goes the agent for my money, and 
for my purpose,” said Lord Ethcrington, exult- 
ingly ; no extorting of confidence, no demand¬ 
ing of explanations, no tearing ofi* the veil with 
which a delicate manoeuvre is gaze —all excuses 
are received as o/rgent corn plant, providing only, 
that the best excuse of all, the argent comptant 
itself, come to recommend them.—Yet I will trust 
no one—I will out, like a skilful general, and re¬ 
connoitre in person.” 

With this resolution, Lord Etherington put 
on his surtout and cap, and sallying from his 
apartments, took the way to the bookseller’s shop, 
which also served as post-office and circulating 
library; and being in the very centre of the 
parade, (for so is termed the broad terrace walk 
which leads from the inn to the Well,) it formed 
a convenient lounging-place for newsmongers and 
idlers of every description. 

The EarPs appearance created, as usual, a 
sensation upon the public promenade ; but, whe- 
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ther it was the suggestion of his own alarmed 
conscience, or that there was some real cause for 
the remark, he could not help thinking liis re¬ 
ception was of a more doubtful character than 
usual. ^ His fine figure and easy manners pro¬ 
duced their usual effect, and all whom he spoke 
to received his attention as an honour; but none 
offered, as usual, to unite themselves to him, or 
to induce him to join their party. He seemed to 
be looked on rather as an object of observation 
and attention, tlian as making one of the com¬ 
pany ; and to escape from a distant gaze, which 
became rather embarrassing, he turned into the 
little emporium of news'and literature. 

He entered unobserved, just as Lady Pene¬ 
lope had finislied reading some verses, and was 
commenting upon them with all the alacrity of a 
femme scavante^ in possession of something which 
no one is to hear repeated oftener than once. 

Copy—no, indeed i” these were the snatches 
whicii reached Lord Etherington’s ear, from the 
group of which her ladyship formed the centre— 
honour bright—I must not betray poor Chat-* 
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terley—besides, his lordship is my friend, and a 

person of rank, you know—so one would not— 

You have not got the book, Mr Pott?—you 

• 

have not got Statius ?—you never have anything 
one longs to see.” 

‘‘ Very sorry, my lady—quite out of copies at 
present—I expect some in my next monthly 
parcel.” 

Good lack, Mr Pott, that is your never-fail¬ 
ing answer,” said Lady Penelope; I believe 
if I were to ask you for the last new edition of 
the Alcoran, you would tell me it was coming 
down in your next monthly parcel.” 

Can’t say, my lady, really,” answered Mr 
Pott; “ have not seen the work advertised yet; 
but I have no doubt, if it is likely to take, there 
will be copies in my next monthly parceL” 

Mr Pott’s supplies are always in the pauTlo 
post Jiiturum tense,” said Mr Chatterley, who 
was just entering the shop. 

‘‘ Ah ! Mr Chatterley, are you there ?” said 
Lady Penelope; ‘‘I lay my death at your door— 
I cannot find this Thebaid, where Polynices and 
his brother-—” 
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Hush, ray lady i—kush, for IIcaven''s sake 1” 
i>aid the poetical divine, and looked towards Lord 
Ethcrington. Lady Penelope took the hint, and 
was silent; but she had said enough to call up 
the traveller Touchwood, who raised his head 
from the newspaper which he was studying, and, 
without addressing his discourse to any one in 
particular, ejaculated, as if m scorn of Lady 
Penelope’s geograpliy— 

‘‘ Polynices.J^—^Polly Peachum.—There is no 
such place in the Thcbais—the Thcbais is in 
Egypt—the mummies come from the Thebais—- 
I have been in the catacombs—-caves very cu¬ 
rious indeed—we were lapidated by the natives 
—pebbled to some purpose, I give you ray word. 
My janizary threshed a whole village by way of 
retaliation.” 

While he was thus proceeding. Lord Ethcr- 
ington, as if in a listless mood, was looking at 
the letters which stood ranged on the chimney- 
piece, and cairying on a languid dialogue with 
Mrs Pott, whose peison and manners were not 
ill adapted to her situation, for she Was good- ^ 
looj^ing, and \aslly line and affected. • 
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Number of letters here \yhich don’t seem to 
find owners, Mrs Pott ?” 

Great number, indeed, my lord—it is a 
great vexation, for we are obliged to return them 
to the post-office, and the postage is. charged 
against us if they are lost; and how can one keep 
sight of them all 

Any love-letters among them, Mrs Pott 
said his lordship, lowering his tone. 

Oh, fie ! my lord, how should I know ?” an¬ 
swered Mrs Pott, dropping her voice to the same 
cadence. 

Oh ! every one can tell a love-letter—that 
has ever received one, that is—one knows them 
without opening—they are always folded hur¬ 
riedly and sealed carefully—and the direction 
manifests a kind of tremulous agitation, that 
marks tlie state of the writer’s nerves—that now,” 
—pointing with his switch to a letter upon the 
chimney-piece, “ that must be a love-letter.” 

* He, he, he !” giggled Mrs Pott. I beg 
pardon for laughing, my lord—but—he, he, he ! 
—that is a letter from one Bindloose, the banker 
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body, to the old woman Lriickie Dods, as they 
call Ijer, at the change-house in the Aulton.” 

“ Depend upon it then, Mrs Pott, that your 
neiglibour, Mrs Dws, has got a lover in Mr 
Bind loose—unless the banker has been shaking 
hands with the palsy. Why do you not forward 
her letter ?—^you are very cruel to keep it in du¬ 
rance here.'’ 

Me forward !” answered Mrs Pott; ** the 
cappernoity, old, girning ale-wife, may wait long 
enough or I forward it—She’ll not loose the 
letters that come to her by the King’s post, and 
she must go on troking wi’ the old carrier, as 
if there was no post-house in the neighbourhood. 
But the solicitor will be about wi’ her one of these 
days.” 

“ Oh ! you are too cruel—you really should 
jscpd the love-letter; consider, the older she is, 
the poor soul has the less time to lose.” 

But this was a topic on which Mrs Pott under¬ 
stood no jesting. She was well aware of out 
matron’s inveteracy against her and her esta¬ 
blishment, and she resented it as a placc-mon 
resents the efforts of a radical. She answered 
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something sulkily, “ That they that loosed let¬ 
ters should have letters; and neither Luckie 
Dods, nor any of her lodgers, should ever see 
the scrape of a pen from t{2| St Honan’s office, 
that they did not call for and pay for.” , 

, It is probable that this declaration contained 
the essence of the information which Lord Ether- 
ington had designed to extract by his momentary 
flirtation with Mrs Pott, for when, retreating as 
it were from this sore subject, she asked him, in 
a pretty mincing tone, to try his skill in pointing 
out arfother love-letter, he only answered careless¬ 
ly, that in order to do that he must write her 
one and leaving his confidential station by her 
little throne, ho lounged through the narrow 
shop, l)owed slightly to Lady Penelope as he 
passed, and issued forth upon the parade, where 
he saw a spectacle which might well have ap¬ 
palled a man of less self-possession than him¬ 
self. 

Just as he left the shop, little Miss Digges en¬ 
tered almost breathless, with the emotion of im- 
patience and of curiosity. Oh la ! my lady, 
what do you stay here for ?—Mr Tyrrel has just 
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entered the other end of the parade this moment, 
and Lord Etherington is walking that way—they 
must meet each —O Lord! come, come 

away, and see thefii%ieet!—I wonder if they’ll 
speak-»-I hope they wont fight—Oh la ! do come, 
iny lady !” 

I must go with you, T find,’* said Lady Pe¬ 
nelope ; it is tlie strangest thing, my love, tliat 
curiosity of yours about other folks’ matters— 
I wonder what your mamma will say to it.” 

Oh f never mind mamma—nobody minds 
her—papa, nor nobody—Do conic, dearest Lady 
Pen, or I will run away by myself.—JMr Chat- 
terley, do make her come !” 

I must come, it seems,” said Lady Penelope, 
or I shall have a pretty account of you.” 

Hut, notwithstanding this rebuke, and forget¬ 
ting, at the same time, that people of quality 
ought never to S6em in a hurry. Lady Penelope, 
witli such of her satellites as she could hastily 
collect around her, tripped along the parade with 
unusual haste, in sympathy, doubtless, with IVfiss 
Digges’s curiosity, as her ladyship declared she 

V 

liad none of her own. 
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Our friend, the traveller, had also caught up 
Miss Digges’s information ; and, breaking off 
abruptly an account of the Great I’yramid which 
had been naturally introduced by the mention of 
the Thebais, and echoing the fair alarmist’s 
words, hope they wont fight,” he rushed upon 
the parade, and bustled along as hard as his 
sturdy supporters could carry him. If the gra- 

m 

vity of the traveller, and the delicacy of Lady 
Penelope, were surprised into unwonted haste 
from their eagerness to witness the meeting of 
Tyrrcl and Lord Etherington, it may be well 
supposed that the decotum of the rest of the 
company was a slender restraint on tlieir curio¬ 
sity, and that they hurried to witness the expect¬ 
ed scene, with the alacrity of gentlemen of the 
fancy hastening to a set-to. 

In truth, though the meeting afforded little 
sport to those who expected dire conclusions, it 
was, nevertheless, sufficiently interesting to those 
spectators who arc accustomed to read the lan¬ 
guage of suppressed passion, betraying itself at 
the moment when the parties arc most desirous 
to conceal it. 
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Tyrrel had been followed by several loiterers 
ho soon as be entered the public walk ; and their 
uuiiiber was now so much reinforced, that he saw 
himself with paiil^^d di:>plcasure the centre of 
a sort pf crowd who watched his mptions. Sir 
Bingo and Captain MacTurk were the first to 
bustle through it, and to address him with as 
much politeness as they could command. 

ScTvant, sirj” mumbled Sir Bingo, extend¬ 
ing the right hand of fellowship and reconcilia¬ 
tion, ungloved. Servant—sorry that anything 
should have happened between us—very sorry, 
on my word/’ 

No more need be said, sir,” replied Tyrrel ^ 

the wdiole is forgotten.” 

CK Very handsome, indeed—quite the civil 
thing—liope to meet yoii often, sir.”—And here 
the knight was silent. 

Meanwhile, the more verbose Captain pro¬ 
ceeded, ‘‘‘ Och, py Cot, and it was an awfu’ mis¬ 
take, and I could draw the poiiknife across my 
finger for having written the word.—By my sowl, 
and I scratched it till I scratched a hole in the 
paper.—Och ! that I should live to do an uncivil 
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thing by a gentleman that had got himself hit in 
an honourable affair ! But you should have writ¬ 
ten, niy dear; for how the devil could we guess 
that you were so well provided in quarrels, that 
you had to settle two in one day , 

I was hurt in an unexpected—an accidental 
manner. Captain MacTurk. I did not write, 
because there was something in ray circumstan¬ 
ces at the moment which required secrecy ; but 
I was resolved, the instant I recovered, to put 
myself to rights in your good opinion.” 

“ Och ! and you have done that,” said the 
Captain, nodding sagaciously; for Captain 
Jekyl, who is a fine child, has put us all up to 
your honourable conduct. They are pretty boys, 

. these guardsmen, though they may play a little 
fine sometimes, and think more of themselves 
than peradventure they need for to do, in com¬ 
parison with us of the line.—But he let us know 
all about it—and, though he said not a word of 

t 

a certain fine lord, with his foot-pad, and his 
hurt, and what not, yet we all knew how to lay 
that and that together.—And if the law would 
not right you, and there were bad words between 
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you, why should not two gentlemen right them¬ 
selves ? And as to your being kinsmen, why 
should not kinsmen behave to each otlier like 
men of honour ? On^, some say you are father’s 
sons, and^that kv something too near.—I had once 
ihouglits of calling out my uncle Dougal myself, 
for there is no saying where the line should be 
drawn; but I thought, on the whole, there 
should be no fighting, as there is no marriage, 
within the forbidden degrees. As for first cousins 
—Wheugh!—that’s all fair—fire away, Flanigan. 
—But here is my lord, just upon us like a stag 
of the first head, and the whole herd behind 
him.’’ 

Tyrrel stepped forward a little before his of¬ 
ficious companions, his complexion rapidly chan¬ 
ging into various shades, like that of one who 
forces himself to approach and touch some ani¬ 
mal or reptile for which he entertains that deep 
disgust and abhorrence which was anciently as¬ 
cribed to constitutional antipathy. Tlus appear¬ 
ance of constraint put upon himself, with the 
changes which it produced on his countenance, 
was calculated to prejudice him somewhat in 
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the opinion of the spectators, When compared 
with the steady, stately, yet, at the same time, 
easy demeanour of the Earl of Ethcrington, who 
was equal to any man in England in the diffifttrlt 
art of putting a good countenance qn a bad 
cause. He met Tyrrcl with an air as unembar¬ 
rassed, as it.wns cold; and, while he paid the 
courtesy of a formal and distant salutation, he 
said aloud, ‘‘ I presume, Mr Tyrrcl de Martig- 
ny, that, since you have not thouglit fit to avoid 
this awkwaid meeting, you arc disposed to re¬ 
member our family connection so far as to avoid 
making sport for the^good company.’* 

“ You have nothing to apprehend from my 
passion, Mr Bulmer,” replied Tyrrel, “ if you 
can assure yourself against the consequences of 
your own."*^ ^ 

glad of that,^ said the Earl, with the 
composure, but sinking liis voice so as only 
t^lerheard by Tyrrql; and as we may not again 
in a hurry hold any communication together, I 
take the freedom to remind you, that I sent you 
a proposal of accommodation by my friend, Mr 
Jekyl." 
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“ It was inadmissible,^'’ said Tyrrell—altoge^ 
ther inadmissible—^both from reasons which you 
may guess, and others which it is needless to de- 
taiJk—I sent you a proposition, think of it well.” 

I will,” replied Lord Etherington, when 
I shall see it supported Ijy proofs, 

which I do not believe ever hadjosdstence.” 

Your conscience holds another language 
from your tongue,” said Tyrrel; but I dis¬ 
claim reproaches, and decline ahercation. I will 
let Captain Jekyl know when I have received 
the papers, which,"you say, arc essential to your 
forming an opinion on my proposal.—In the 
meanwhile, do not think to deceive me. I am 
here for the very purpose of watching and de¬ 
feating your machinations; and, while I live, be 
assured they shall neveigsucceed.—And now, sir 
—or my lord—-for the titles are in your choice— 
fare you well.'” 

** Hold a little,” said LordEtlheriiigton, Since 
we are condemned to shock each other’s eyes, it 
is lit the good company should know what they 
are to think of us.—You are a philosopher^^and 
do not value the opinion of the pubhc—a poor 
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worldling liko me is desirous to stand fair with 
it.—Gentlemen,’’he continued, raising Ins voice, 

Mr Win ter blossom, Captain MacTurk, Mr— 
what is liis name, Jekyl ?—Ay, Micklcheti— 
You have, I believe, all some notion, that this 
gentleman, my near relation, and 1, have some 
undecided claims on each other, which pre¬ 
vent our living upon good terms.—We do not 
mean, however, to tiisturb you with our family 
quarr(‘ls; and, for my own part, while this gen¬ 
tleman, Mr Tyrrel, or whatever ho may r>leci.sc 
to call himself, remains a member of this com¬ 
pany, my behaviour to him v/ill bo the '^ame a'^ 
to any stranger who may have that art vantage.— 
Good morrow to you, sir—Good morning, gen¬ 
tlemen—we all meet at dinner, as iK-^ual.—Come, 
Jekyl.” 

So saying, ho took Jekyl by the arm, and, 
gently extricating liinisclf from the sort of crowd, 
walked off, leaving most of the conjpany prepos¬ 
sessed in his favour, by the ca«:o and apparent 
reasonableness of his denjeaiiour. Sounds oi‘ do- 
pre cialion, forming themselves indistinctly into 

something like the words, my eye, and Hetty 

12 
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Martin,” did indeed issue from the neckcloth of 
Sir Bingo, but they were not much attended to; 
for it had not escaped the observation of quick* 
sighted gentry at the Well, that the Baronet's 
feelinfirs towards the noble Earl were in the in- 
ver®- ratio of those displayed by Lady Binks, 
and that, though ashamed to testify, or perhaps 
incapable of feeling, any anxious degree of jea¬ 
lousy, his temper had been for some time consi¬ 
derably upon the fret; a circumstance concerning 
which his fair moiety did not think it necessary 
to give herself any concern. 

Meanwhile the Earl of Ethcrington walked 
onward with his confidant, in the full triumph of 
successful genius. 

“ You see,” he said, ** Jekyl, that I can turn 
a corner with any man in England. It was a 
proper blunder of yours, that you must extneate 
the fellow from the mist which accident had 
flung round him~you might as wcU have pub¬ 
lished the story of our rencontre at once, for 
every one can guess it, by laying time, place, and 
circumstance together; but neve/trouble your 
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brains for a justification. You marked how I as¬ 
sumed my natural superiority over him—towered 
up in the full pride of legitimacy—silenced him, 
even where the good company most do congre¬ 
gate. This will go to Mowbray through Ids 

% 

agent, and will put lilm still madder on my alli¬ 
ance. I know he looks jealously on my flirtation 
with a ceitain lady—the dasher yonder—nothing 
makes a man sensible of the value of an oppor¬ 
tunity, but the chance of losing it.” 

“ I wish to Heaven you would give up 
thoughts of Miss Mowbray ! ’ said Jekyl; and 
take Tyrrel’s offer, if he has the means of ma¬ 
king it good.” 

Aji if—if. But I am quite sure he has no 
such rights as he pretends to, and that his papers 
are all a deception.—Why do you put your eye 
upon me as fixed as if you were seaixliing out 
som6 Wonderful secret 

I wish I knew what to think of your real 
hona belief respecting these documents,” said 
Jekyl, not a little puzzled by the steady and un¬ 
embarrassed air of his friend. 

ft 

^^JV^by, thou most suspicious of coxcombs,” 
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said Ethctington ; what the devil would you 
have me to say to you ?—Can I, as the lawyers 
say, prove a negative ? or, is it not very pos«5i- 
ble, that such things may exist, though I have 
never seea or heard of them ? All I can say is, 
that of all men I am the most interested to deny 
the existence of such documents; and, therefore, 
ccitanily vill not admit of it, unless I am com- 
pt lied to do so by their being produced; nor then 
either, unices I am at the same time well assured 
of tJicir authenticity.” 

I cannot blame you for your being hard of 
faith, my lord,” said Jekyl; but still I think if 
you can cut on' with your earldom, and your no¬ 
ble hercdilaiy estate, I would in your case pitch 
Nettle woe d to the dc\il.” 

Yes, as >ou jiitched your own patrimony, 
Jekyl; but you took care to lia\e tlu pending 
of it first.—What would ^ou give for such an 
opportunity of piecing your fortunes by marri¬ 
age ?—Confers the 

I might be tempted, perhaps,” said Jekyl, 
in my present circumstances; but if they were 
what they have been, I should despise an estate 
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that was to be held by petticoat tenure, especi¬ 
ally when the lady of the manor was a sickly 
fantastic girl, that hated me, as t]ii«« Miss Mow« 
bray has the bad taste to hate you.' 

** Umph—sickly ?—no, no, she is no.t sickly— 
she is as healthy as any one in constitution—and, 
on my word, I think her paleness only lenders 
her more interesting. The last time T '>an lier, T 
thought she might have rivalled one of Cano\a\ 
finest statues.” 

Yes; but she is indijBTerent to you—^you do 
not love her,” said Jekyl, 

She is anything but indifierent to me,” said 
the Earl; ** she becomes daily more interesting 
for her dislike piques me; and besides, she 
has the insolence openly to defy and contemn me 
before her brother, and in the eyes of all the 
world. I have a kind of loving hatred—a sort of 
hating love for her; in short, thinking upon her 
i$ like trying to read a riddle, and makes one 
make quite as many blunders, and talk just as 
much nonsense. If ever 1 have the opportunity, 
I will make her pay for all her airs-” 

‘ViWliat airs said Jekyl. 
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Nay, the devil may describe them, for I 
f-annot; but, f(3r example—Since her brother has 
insisted on he t receiving me, or I should rather 
buy on her ippearing when I visit Shaws-Ca^r- 
de one ^ould think her invention has toiled in 
dib(o\cring different ways of shewing want of 
respect to me, and dislike to my presence. In¬ 
st t.Hi ot diessing herself as a lady should, espe¬ 
cially on such occasions, she chooses some fan¬ 
tastic, or old ^ishioned, or negligent bedizening, 
which make' her at least look odd, if it can¬ 
not make her ridiculous—such triple tiaras of 
various-coloured gauze on her head—such pieces 
of old tapestry, I think, instead of shawls and 
pelisses—sucii thick-solcd shoes—such tan-lea¬ 
ther gloves—mercy upon us, Hal, the very sight 
of her equipment would drive mad a whole con¬ 
clave of milliners! Then her postures are so 
strange—she does so stoop and lollop, as the 
women call it, so cross her legs and square her 
arms—were the go<ldcss of grace to look down 
on her, it Hould put her to flight for ever i*” 

And you are willing to make this awkward, 
ill-dressed, unmannered dowdy, yopr Countess, 
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Etherington ; you, for whose critical eye half the 
town dresb themselves,’’ said Jekyl. 

It is all a trick, Hal—all an assumed cha¬ 
racter to get rid of me, to disgust me, to baffle 
me; but I am not to be had so easily.^ The bro¬ 
ther is diivcn to despair—he bites his nails, 
winks, coughs, makes signs, which she always 
lakes up at cross-purpose.—I hope he beats 
her after I go away; there would be a touch of 
coii-olation, were one but certain of lliat.” 

“ A very charitable hope, truly, and might 
lead the lady to judge what she may expect 
after wedlock. But,” added Jekyl, cannot you, 
so skilful in faihoming every mood of the female 
mind, divine some mode of engaging her in con¬ 
versation 

Conversatiqn !” replied the Earl; why, 
ever since the shock of my first appearance was 
surmounted, she has contrived to vote me a non¬ 
entity ; and that she may annihilate me com¬ 
pletely, she has chosen, of all occupations, that 
of working a stocking I From what cursed old 
antediluvian, who lived before the invention off 



( H V. DISOITSSION. 


335 


•spinning-jennies, she learned this craft, Heaven 
only knows; but there she sits, with her work 
pinned to her knee—not tlie pretty taper silken 
fabric, with which Jeannette of Amiens coquet¬ 
ted, M hilo, Tristram Shandy was observing her 
progress; but a huge w'orsted bag, designed for 
some flat-footed old pauper, with heels like an 
elephant—But there she sits, counting all the 
stitches as slic works, and refusing to speak, or 
listen, or look up, under pretence that it disturbs 
her calculation 

An elegant occupation, truly, and I wonder 
it docs not work a cure upon licr noble admirer,**’ 
said Jekyl. 

‘‘ Confound her—^no—she shall not trick me. 
And then amid this affectation of vulgar stoli¬ 
dity, there break out such sparkles of exultation, 
when she thinks she has succeeded in baffling 
her brother, and in plaguing me, that, by my 
faith, Hal, J could not tell, wore it at my option, 
whctlier to kiss or to cuff her.” 

You are determined to go on with this 
strange affaij^tben,” said Jekyl. 

«« On—-^on^oii, ray boy !—Clara and Nettle- 
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wood for evcr,^ answered the Earh Besides, 
this brother of hers provokes me too-—^lie does not 
do for me half what he miglit—what he ought to 
do. He stands on points of honour, forsooth, this 
broken-down horse-jockey, who swaljowed my 
two thousand pounds as a pointer would a pat 
of butter.—I can sec he wishes to play fast and 
loose—has some suspicions, like you, Hal, upon 
the strength of my right to my father'^s titles and 
estate, as if with the ty the of the Nettlewood pro¬ 
perty alone, 1 would not be too good a match for 
one of his beggarly family. He must scheme, 
forsooth, this half-baked Scotch cake—He must 
hold ofT and on, and be cautious, and wait the 
result, and try conclusions with me, this lump 
of oatmeal dough.—1 am much tempted to make 
an example of him in the course of my pro¬ 
ceedings.'’ 

“ Why, this is vengeance horrible and dire,” 
said Jekyl; “ yet I give up the brother to you; 
he is a conceited coxcomb, and deserves a lesion. 
But 1 wQtild fain intercede for tihe sister.” 

shall see,” replied the Earl; and then 
sudd0ily, I toll you \fhat it is, Hal; her ca- 
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prices ctte ^ diverting, that I sometimes think 
out of mere contradiction, I almost love her; at 
least, if she would but clear old scores, and for¬ 
get one unlucky prank of mine, it shpuld be her 
own faisjt if I made her not a happy woman.’* 
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CHAPTER VI 

It come*!— t V rings me in my parting liour. 

The long-liid crime—ti e wcll-disguised guilt 
Drmg me sonic holy pnest to lay the snectre 

Old Play 

Tint general expcctalion of the oorDpany bad 
been disappointed by the pacific termination 
of the meeting betwixt the Earl of Etliering- 
ton and Terrel, the anticipation of winch had 
cieatcd so deep a sensation. It had been ex¬ 
pected that borne appalling scene would have 
taken place; instead of which, each party seemed 
to acquiesce in a sullen neutrality, and leave the 
war to be carried on by their lawyers. It was ge- 
dtjrally understood that the cause was removed 
out of the courts of Bcllona into that of Themis; 
and although the litigants continued to inhabit 
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the same neighbourhood, and once or twice mot 
at the public wal!v»5 or public tabic, they took no 
notice of each other, farther than by exchanging 
on such occasions a grave and distant bow. 

In tlic course of two or three days, people 
ceased to take interest in a feud so coldly con¬ 
ducted ; and if they thought of it at all, it was 
but to wonder that botli tlie parties dioulcl per- 
sevcie in residing near the Spaw, and in chilling, 
with ihcir unsocial behaviour, a party met toge¬ 
ther for llie purposes of bealtli and amusement 
Ilut the brotlici s, as the reader is aware, how- 
ever painful their occasional meetings might be, 
had the strongest reasons to remain in each 
other’s neighbourhood—Lord Ltherington to 
conduct his design upon Miss Mowbiay, Tyrrel 
to disconcert his plan, if possible, and both to 
a\vait the answer which should be returned by 
the house in London, who were depositaries of 
the papers left by the late Earl. 

Jekyl, anxiou * to assist his friend as much as 
possible, made m the meantime a visit to old 
Touchwood at the Aulton, expecting tp find him 



140 


CHAP. VU A DEATH-BISD, 


as communicative as he had formerly been on the 
subject of the quarrel betwixt the brothers, and 
trusting to discover, by dint of address, whence 
he had derived his information concerning the af¬ 
fairs of the noble house of Etherington. ^But the 
confideuee which he had been induced to expect 
on the part of the old traveller was not reposed* 
Ferdinand Mendez Pinto, as the Earl called him, 
liad changed liis mind, or was not in the vein of 
communication. The only proof of his confidence 
worth mentioning, was his imparting to the young 
officer a valuable receipt for concocting curry- 
powder. 

Jekyl was therefore reduced to believe that 
Touchwood, who appeared all his life to have 
been a great intermeddler in other peoples’ af- 
fiurs, had puzzled out the information which he 
appeared to possess of Lord Ethcrington’s af¬ 
fairs, through some of those obscure sources 
whence very important secrets do frequently, to 
the astonishment and confusion of tliose whom 
they concern, escape to ,the public, lie thought 
thid|,tbc more likely, as Touchwood was by no 
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means critically nice in his society, but was olv* 
served to converse as readily with a gentleman^ 
gentleman, as with the gentleman to whom he 
belonged, and with a lady^s attendant, as with 
the lady; herself. He that will stoop to this soit 
of society, who is fond of tattle, being at the siame 
time disposed to pay some consideration for gra* 
tidcation of his curiosity, and not over scrupu¬ 
lous respecting its accuracy, may always com¬ 
mand a great quantity of private anecdote. Cap¬ 
tain Jekyl naturally enough concluded, that this 
busy old man became in some degree master of 
other people’s affairs by such correspondences as 
these; and he could himself bear witness to his 
success in cross-examination, as he had been sur¬ 
prised into avowal of the rencontre between the 
brothers, by an insidious observation of the said 
Touchwood. He reported, therefore, to the Earl, 
after this interview, that, on the whole, be thought 
he had no reason to fear much on the subject of 
the traveller, who, though he had become ac¬ 
quainted, by one means or other, with some lead¬ 
ing facts of his remarkable history, only possess- 



142 CHAP. VI. A I)EATJI-JUi.D. 

ed tliera in a broken, confused, and desultory 
manner, insomiicli, tJiat he seemed to doubt whe¬ 
ther the parties in the expected law-suit were 
brothers or cousins, and appeared totally igno¬ 
rant of the facts on which it was to be founded. 

It was the next day after this ccclaircissc- 
ment on the subject of Touchwood, that Loid 
Ethcrington dropped as usual into the bookscl 
ler’s shop, got his papers, and skimming Ih:> c}e 
over the shelf on which lay, till called for, the 
postponed letters destined for the Aulton, saw 
with a beating heart the smait post-mistress toss 
amongst them, with an air of sovcicign con¬ 
tempt, a pretty large packet, addressed to Fran¬ 
cis Tyrrel, E'^q., &c- lie withdrew his eyes, as 
if conscious that even to have looked on tliia 
important parcel might engender some suspi¬ 
cion of his purpose, or intimate the deep interest 
which he took in the contents of the missive 
which was so slightly treated by his friend Mrs 
Pott. At this moment the door of the shop ope n- 
cd, and Lady Penelope Penfeather entered, with 
her eternal pendemtey the little Miss Djgges. 
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“ Have you seen Mr Mowbray?—Has Mr 
Mowbray of St Ronan’s been down this morn¬ 
ing ?—‘Do you know anything of Mr Mowbray^,^ 
Mr» Pott ?**’ were questions which llic lettered 
lady eagerly huddled on the back of each otlier, 
scarcely giving lime to the lady of letters to re¬ 
turn a decided negative to all and each of them. 

“ Mr Mowbray was not about—was not co¬ 
ming there this morning—his servant had just 
called for letters and papers, and announced as 
much.” 

Good Heaven I how unfortunate,said La¬ 
dy Penelope, wdth a deep sigh, and sinking down 
on one of the little sofas in an altitude of shock¬ 
ed desolation, which called the instant altcntion 
of Mr Pott and his good woman, the iirst uncork¬ 
ing a small phial of salts, for he was a pharma- 
copolist as well as vender of literature and tians- 
mitter of letters, and the other hastening for a 
glass of water. A strong temptation thrdled from 
Lord 'Ethcrington\ eyes to his finger-ends.— 
Two steps might liaie brought him within arm's 
length of the unwatched packet, on the contents 
of which, in all probability, rested the hope and 
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claims of his rival in honour and fortune; and in 
the general confusion, vas it impossible to pos¬ 
sess himself of it unobserved ? But no—no—no 
—the attempt was too dreadfully dangerous to 
be risked ; and, passing from one extreme to an¬ 
other, he felt as if he was incurring suspicion by 
suffering Lady Penelope to play off her airs of 
affected distress and anxiety, without seeming to 
take that interest in them which her rank at least 
might be supposed to demand. Stung witli this 
apprehension, he hastened to express Iiimself so 
anxiously on the subject, and to demonstrate so 
busily his wish to assist her ladyship, that he 
presently stood committed a great deal farther 
than he had intended.—Lady Penelope was in¬ 
finitely obliged to his lordship-—indeed, it was 
her character in general not to permit herself to 
be overcome by circumstances; but something 
had happened, so strange, so embarrassing, so 
melancholy, that she owned it had quite over¬ 
come her—notwithstanding, she had at all times 
piqued herself on supporting her own distresses, 
better she was able to suppress her emotions 
in viewing those of others. 

14 
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Coiiid Iu‘ be oi* any ii'se I^urd 
inii a^kccl. Slic Iiad inqulretl alter Mr Mow¬ 
bray of St l{()nanV>—his servant ’was at her la- 
(lydiip's eotnni.nul, if she chose to send to com¬ 
mand his at^i?ndance.’' 

Oh ! IK), no !“ said Lady renehqie; 1 dale 

say, my dear lord, you ’will ans’\^er the pin[)ose 
a great deal better than Mr ^VTowbiay—that is, 
providing you arc a Ju'^tiee of IVace,” 

A Justice of Peace !’’ said Lord Ltlioring- 
ton, iiiucli surprised; I am in the commission 
uiK|ncstiona])ly, but not for any Scotch loniily.’’ 

'•* (), tliat (h es not signily,’"' .said I^ady IVne- 
Jopc ; “ and it }oiJ nil] tinst _)onrseIt‘w 1th me a 
little ^^ay, I Vvill explain to y^n how you can do 
one of the most charitable, and kind, and gene¬ 
rous thinu's in the woild/’ 

Lord Jitheringloirs delight in the exercise of 
charity, kindness, and generosity, 'vas not so e\- 
ubcrtint as toprcvtnl Jiis de\islng ^ome means 
for e\ad' !g Lady jnelope's rcqnt>t, when, 
looking tiirougb the .^adi-door, he Iiad a distaiit 
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glance of his servant Solmes approaching the 
post-office. 

I have heard of a sheep-stealer who had render¬ 
ed his dog so skilful an accomplice in his nefari¬ 
ous traffic, that he used to send him out to commit 
acts of felony by himself, and had even contrived 
to impress on the poor cur the caution that he 
should not, on such occasions, even seem to 
recognize his master, if they met accidentally. 
Apparently, Lord Ethcrington conducted him¬ 
self upon a similar principle; for he hacl no soon¬ 
er a glimpse of his agent, than he seemed to feel 
the necessity of leaving the stage free for his ma¬ 
chinations. 

“ My servant,” he said, with as much indiffe¬ 
rence as he could assume, “ will call for my let¬ 
ters—I must attend Lady Penelope and, in¬ 
stantly proffering his services as Justice of the 
Peace, or in whatever other quality she chose to 
employ them, he hastily presented his arm, and 
scarce gave her ladyship time to recover from her 
state of languor to the necessary degree of acti¬ 
vity, ere he hurried her from the shop ; and, with 
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her thin hatchct-facc chattering close to his ear, 
her yellow and scarlet feathers crossing his nose, 
her lean right honourable arm hooking Ins elbow, 
he braved the suppressed titters and sneers of all 
the younger women whom he met as they tra¬ 
versed the parade.—One glance of intelligence, 
though shot at a distance, passed betwixt his 
lordship and Solmes ; as the fornicr left the pub¬ 
lic walk under the guidance of Lady Penelope, 
his limbs indeed obeying her pleasure, and cars 
dinned with her attempts to explain the business 
in question, but his mind totally indiiferent where 
he was going, or ignorant upon what ])urpose,and 
exclusively occupied with the packet in INIrs Potfs 
heap of postponed letters, and its probable fate. 

At length, an effort of recollection made Lord 
Ethcrington sensible that his abstraction must 
seem strange, and, as his conscience told him, 
even suspitSious, in the eyes of his companion ; 
putting therefore the necessary degree of con¬ 
straint upon himself, he expressed, for the first 
time, curiosity to know where their walk was to 
terminate. It chanced, as it happened, that this 
was precisely the question which he needed not 
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h ive ailvvd, if lie liud p/id the bligliLc-'.t attcnLloli 
to the voluble communications of her ladyship, 
which had all turned upon this subject. 

Now, my dear lord,” she said, “ I must 
believe 3 'ou lords of the creation think us poor 
simple women the vainest fools alive. I have 
told you how niucli pain it costs me to speak 
about my little charities, and yet you come to 
make mo tell you the whole story over again. 
But I hope, after all, your lordship is not sur¬ 
prised at \\hat I have thoiiglit it my duty to do 
in this sad aflair—perhaps I have listened too 
much to the dictates of my own heart, which are 
apt to be so deceitful.” 

On the watch to get at something explanatory, 
yet afraid, by demanding it directly, to shew that 
the iircvious tide of narrative and pathos had 
been lost on an inattentive oar. Lord Etheriiig- 
ton could only say, that Lady Penelope could 
not err in acting according to the dictates of her 
own judgment. 

Still the compliment had not spice enough for 
the lady’s sated palate ; so, like a true glutton of 
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praise, she began to help ^icrsclf with the soup- 
ladle. 

All ! judgment ?—how is it you men know 
us BO little, tliat you think wc can pause to weigh 
sentiment the balance of judgment.?—that is 
expecting rather too nuich from us poor victims 
of our feelings. So that you must really hold 
me excused if T forgot tlic errors of this guilty 
an4 unhappy creature, when I looked upon her 
wretchedness—Not that I would have my little 
iriend. Miss l^iggcs, or your lordsliij), suppose 
that I am capable of palliating the fault, while I 
pity the poor, miserable sinner. Oh, no—Wal¬ 
pole’s verses express beautifully what one ought 
to feel on such occasion&— 

'• For never was the gentle breast 
Insensible to biinian woes j 
Feeling, tlunigb linn, it melts distress’d 
For weaknc'ses it never knows.’ ’* 

INIost accursed of all preewnsesy^ thought 
bis loj dbhip, wht'ii wilt thou, amidst all thy 
chatter, utter one word sounding like sense or 
information !” 
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But Ladj Penelope went on—“ If you knew, 
my lord, how I lament my limited means on 
those occasions ! but I have gathered something 
among the good people at the Well. I asked 
that selfish wretch Winterblossom to 'walk down 
with me to view her distress, and the heartless 
beast told me he was afraid of infection!—infec¬ 
tion from a pucr—puerperal fever! I should 
not perhaps pronounce the word, but science is 
of no sex—however, I have always used thieves 
vinegar essence, and never have gone farther than 
the threshold.” 

Whatever were Etherington’s faults, he did 
not want charity, so far as it consists in giving 
alms. 

“ I am sorry,” he said, taking out his purse, 

your ladyship should not have applied to me.” 

‘‘ Pardon me, my lord, we only beg from our 
friends; and your lordship is so constantly en¬ 
gaged with Lady Binks, that we have rarely the 
pleasure of seeing you in what I call my little 
circle.” 

Lord Etherington, without farther answer, 
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again tendered a couple of guineas^ and obser¬ 
ved, that the poor woman should have medical 
attendance. 

“ Why so I say,’’ answered Lady Penelope; 

and I asl^ed the brute Quackleben, who, I am 
sure, owes me some gratitude, to go and see her; 
but the sordid monster answered, ‘ AVho was to 
pay him —lie grows every day more intole¬ 
rable, now that he seems sure of marrying that 
fat blowsy widow. He could not, I am sure, ex¬ 
pect that I—out of my pittance—And besides, 
my lord, is there not a law tliat the parish, or 
the county, or the something or other, shall pay 
for physicking the poor 

“We will find means to secure the Doctor’s 
attendance,” said Lord Etherington ; “ and I be¬ 
lieve my best way will be to walk back to the 
Weil, and send him to wait on the patient, I am 
afraid I can be of little use to a poor woman in 
a child-bed fever.” 

“ Puerperal, my lord, puerperal,” said Lady 
Penelope, in a tone of correction. 

“ In a puerperal fever, then,” said Lord Ether« 
ington; “ why, what can I do to help her ?” 
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“ 011 1 iiiy lord, you have forgotten tlj.at lh» 
Anne Ilcggie, that I told you of, came here 
with one child in her arms—and another—in 
short, about to become a mother again—and set¬ 
tled herself in this miserable hut I told vou of— 
and some people think the minister should liavc 
sent her to her own parish, but he is a strange, 
soft-headed, sleepy sort of man, not over active 
in his parochial duties. However, there she set¬ 
tled, and tlicre was something about her quite 
beyond the style of a common pauper, my lord 
—not at all the disgusting sort of person that 
you give a sixpence to while you look another 
way—but some one that seemed to have seen bet¬ 
ter days—one that, as Shakespeare says, could a 
talc unfold—though, indeed, I have never tho¬ 
roughly learned her history—only, that to-day, 
as I called to know how she was, and sent my 
maid into her hut with some trifle, not worth men¬ 
tioning, I And there is something hangs about her 
mind concerning the Mowbray family here of St 
llonan'*s—and my woman says the poor creature 
is dying, and is raving either for Mr IV^wbray or 
for some magistrate to receive a declaration; and 



c iiAi*. vr. 


A DEATll-UK,!). 


lo5 


SO I have given }C)H the trouble to come witli nio, 
that we may get out of the poor creature, if pos¬ 
sible, whatever she has got to say.—I liope it is 
not murder—I hope it is not—thoiigli young 
St Honan’s has been a strange, wild, daring, 
thoughtless creature —agherro insigne, as the 
Italian says.—But here is the hut, my lord—pray, 
w'alk in.” 

The mention of the St Honan’s family, and of 
a secret relating to them, banished the thoughts 
which Lord Ethcrington began to entertain of 
leaving Lady Penelope to execute her works of 
devoted charity without his assistance. Jt was 
now with an interest equal to her own, that ho 
stood before a most miserable hut, where the iiii- 
fortunate woman, her distresses not greatly re¬ 
lieved by Lady Penelope’s ostentatious bounty, 
had resided both previous to her confinement, 
and since that event had taken place, with an 
old woman, one of tlie parish poor, whose miser- 
aide dole the minister had augmented, that she 
might have some means of assisting the slrangt'r. 

Lady Penelope lifted the latch and entered, 
after a momentary hesitation, which proceeded 
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from a struggle betwixt her fear of infection^ and 
her eager curiosity to know something, she could 
not guess what, that might affect the Mowbrays 
in their honour or fortunes. The latter soon 
prevailed, and she entered, followed l>y Lord 
Etherington. The lady, like other comforters of 
the cabins of the poor, proceeded to rebuke the 
grumbling old woman, for want of order and 
cleanliness—censured the food which was provi¬ 
ded for the patient, and inquired particularly af¬ 
ter the wine which she had left to make caudle 
with. The crone was not so dazzled with Lady 
Penelope’s dignity or bounty as to endure her 
reprimand with patience. “ They that had their 
bread to won wi’ ae arm,” she said, for the other 
hung powerless by her side, “ had niair to do 
than to soop houses; if her leddyship wad let her 
ain idle quean of a maid take the besom, she 
might make the house as clean as she liked; and 
madam wad be a’ the better of the exercise, and 
wad hac done, at least, ac turn of wark at the 
week’s end.” 

Do you hear the old hag, my lord ?” said 
Lady Penelope. “ Well, the poor are horrid 
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ungrateful wretches.—And the wine, dame—^the 
wine 

“ The wine !—there was hardly half a mutch- 
kin, and puir, thin, fusioiilcss skink it was—the 
wine wag drank out, ye may swear—^we didna 
fling it ower our shouther—if ever we were to get 
good it was by taking it naked, and no wi’ 
your sugar and your slaisters—I wish, for ane, 
I had ne’er kend the sour smack o’t. If the bed- 
ral liadna gien me a drap of usquebaugh, I 
might e’en hae died of your ladyship’s liquor, 
for- 

Lord Ethcrington here interrupted the grum¬ 
bling crone, thrusting some silver into her hand, 
and at the same time begging her to be silent. 
The hag Aveighed the crown-piece in her band, 
and crawled to her chimney-corner, muttering as 
she went,—‘‘ This is something like—this is 
something like—no like rinning into the house 
and out of the house, and gecing orders, like 
mistress and nvxir, and than a puir shilling again 
Saturday at e’en,” 

So saying, she sat down to her wheel, and sei¬ 
zed, at the same time, her jet-black cutty pipe. 
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from which slie soon sent such clouds of vile 
mundiingus vapour as must have cleared the 
premises of Lady Penelope, had she not been 
strong in purpose to share the expected confes¬ 
sion of the invalid. As for IVIiss Digges, she 
coughed, sneezed, retched, and finally ran out 
of the cottage, declaring she could not live in 
such a smoke, if it were to hear twenty sick 
women’s last s})ccches; and that, besides, she 
was sure to know all about it from Lady ]’eiie- 
lo] )c, if it was ever so little worth telling over 
asjain. 

Lord Ltherington was now standing beside 
llie miserable flock-bed, in wbicli lay the poor 
patient, distracted in what seemed to be her dy¬ 
ing moments, with tlie peevish clamour of the 
elder infant, to which she could only reply by 
low moans, turning her looks as well as she 
could from its ceaseless whine, to the other side 
of her wretched couch, where lay the unlucky 
creature to which she had last given birth; its 
sliivcring limbs imperfectly covered with a blank¬ 
et, its little features already swollen and bloated, 
and its eyes scarce open, apparently insensible to 
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the evils of a ^tate from whicli it seemed about 
to be speedily released. 

You arc very ill, poor woman,” said Lord 
Etlicriiigton; I am told you desire a magis¬ 
trate.” 

It Avas Mr Mowbray of St Honan’s whom 
I desired to see—John Mowbray of St Honan’s 
—the lady promised to bring him here.” 

‘‘ I am not Mowbray of St Honan's,” said 
Lord J^ltheririgton ; “ but I am a justice of 
peace, and a member of the legislature—I am, 
moreover, Mr Mowbray’s particular friend, if 
I can be of use to you in any of tlicsc capa¬ 
cities.” 

The poor woman remained long silent, and 
Avhen she spoke it was doubtfully. 

Is my Lady Peiielojie Henfeathcr there 
she said, straining her darkened eyes. 

“ Her ladyship is present, and within hear¬ 
ing,” said Lord Etherington. 

My case i. the worse,” answered the dying 
woman, for so she seemed, “ if I must commu¬ 
nicate such a sucvet as mine to a man of whom I 



158 


CHAP. VI. A DEATH-BED. 


know nothing, and a woman of whom I only 
know that she wants discretion.” 

‘‘ I—I want discretion!” said Lady Penelope; 
but at a signal from Lord Etherington she seem¬ 
ed to restrain herself; nor did the sick woman, 
whose powers of observation were greatly im¬ 
paired, seem to be aware of the interruption. 
She spoke, notwithstanding Iicr situation, with 
an intelligible and even emphatic voice; her man¬ 
ner in a great measure betraying the influence 
of tlie fever, and her tone and language seem¬ 
ing much superior to her most miserable con¬ 
dition. 

‘‘ I am not the abject creature which I seem,” 
she said; “ at least, I was not born to be so. I 
wish I zccrc that utter abject! I wish I were 
a wretched pauper of the lowest class—a starving 
vagabond—a wifeless mother—ignorance and in¬ 
sensibility would make me bear my lot like the 
outcast animal that dies patiently on the side of 
the common, where it has been half-starved du¬ 
ring its life. But I—but I—born and bred to bet¬ 
ter things, have not lost the memory of them, and 
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they make my present condition—my shame— 
my poverty—^my infamy—the sight of my dying 
babes—the sense that my own death is coming 
fast on—they make these things a foretaste of 
helJ 

Lady l^cnelope’s sclf-conceit and affectation 
were broken down by this fearful exordium. She 
sobbed, shuddered, and, for once perhaps in her 
life, felt the real, not the assumed necessity of 
putting her handkerchief to her eyes. Lord 
Ethcrington also was moved. 

Good woman,” he said, ‘^as far as relieving 
your personal wants can mitigate your distress, 
I will see that is fully performed, and that your 
poor children are attended to.” 

‘‘ May God bless you I” said the poor wo¬ 
man, with a glance at the wretched forms beside 
her; “ and may you,’^ she added, after a mo¬ 
mentary pause, deserve the blessing of God, 
for it is bestowed in vain on those who are un- 
worthy of it.” 

Lord Etherington felt, perhaps, a twinge of 

conscience, for he said, something hastily, Fray 

2] 
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go on, good woman, if yon really have anything 
to communicate to me as a magistrate—it is time 
your condition was somewJiat mended, and I will 
cause you to be cared for directly/ 

Stop yet a moment,” she said ; let me un¬ 
load my conscience before 1 go hence, for no 
earthly relief will Jong avail to prolong iny :ime 
here. I was well-born, llie more ujy present 
shame!—well educated, the greater iiiy present 
guilt!—I Nvas always, indeed, poor, but Jf felt not 
of the ills of poverty, I only of It mJicii 

iny vanity demanded idle and c’'pensive gratifi¬ 
cation, for real wants 1 knew none. I was com¬ 
panion of a young lady of higher rank than my 
own, my relative how'cver, and one of such ex¬ 
quisite kindness of disposition, that she treated 
me as a sister, and would have shared with me 

all that she had on earth- 1 scarce think I can 

go farther with my story!—something rises to my 
throat whe# I recollect how I rewarded her sis- 
tcriy love !—I was elder than Clara—I should 
have directed her rcarling, and confirmed her 
understanding; but my own bent led mo to pe¬ 
so 
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ruse only works, which, though they burlesque 
uature, are seductive to the imagination. We 
read these follies together, until we had fashion- 
etl out for ourselves a little world of romance, 
and ])re|)are(J ourselves for a maze of adventures, 
imaginations were as pure as those of 
angels; mine were—but it is unnecessary to tell 
them. The fiend, always watchful, presented a 
lempler at the moment when it was most dan- 
gerou s.^ 

L‘ he })aiihed here, ar» if she found difficulty in 
.pres&lng her>elf; and Lord Ltherington, turn¬ 
ing, with great appearance of interest, to Lady 
IV'iielope, began to inquire “ Whether it were 
{|ui‘c agreeable to lier ladyship to remain any 
loimer aJi eai-vvitne.3s of this unfortunate’s con- 

O 

fesbion ?—it seems to be verging on some things— 
things that it might be unjdcasant for your lady¬ 
ship to hear.’’ 

“ I was just I’orming the same opinion, my 
lord; oud, to say truth, was about to propose to 
your lordship to withdraw, and leave me alone 
with the poor woman. My sex will make her ne- 

VOL. Ill/ 
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cessary communications more frank in your lord¬ 
ship’s absence.” 

True, madam; but then I am called here 
in my capacity of a magistrate.” 

Hush !” said Lady Penelope; she speaks.” 

‘‘ They say every woman that yields, makes 
herself a slave to her seducer; but I sold my 
liberty not to a man, but a demon ' He made me 
serve him in his vile schemes against my friend 
and patroness—and oh ! he found in me an 
agent too willing, from mere envy, to destroy 
the virtue which I had lost myself Do not lis¬ 
ten to me any more—Go, and leave me to my 
fate; I am the most detestable wretch that evci 
lived—detestable to myself worst of all, because 
even in my penitence there is a secret whisper 
that tells me, that were I as I have been, I would 
again act over all the wickedness I have done, 
and much worse. Oh ! for Heaven’s assistance, 
to crush the wicked thought!” 

She closed her eyes, folded her emaciated 
hands, and held them upwards in the attitude of 
one who prays internally; presently the hands 
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separated, and fell gently down on the miserable 
couch; but her eyes did not open, nor was there 
the slightest sign of motion on the features. Lady 
Penc 0 shrieked faintly, hid her eyes, and hur¬ 
ried LiAck from the bed, while Lord Ethering- 
ton, his loolcs darkening with a complication of 
feelings, remained gazing on the poor woman, as 
if eager to discern whether the spark of life was 
totally extinct. Her grim old assistant hurried 
to the bedside, witli some spirits in a broken 
glass. 

Have ye no had pennyworths for your cha¬ 
rity ?” she said, in spiteful scorn. ‘‘Ye buy the 
very life o’ us wi’ your shillings and sixpences, 
your groats and your bodies—ye hae gar’d the 
puir wretch speak till she swarfs, and now ye 
stand as if ye never saw a woman in a dwam be¬ 
fore. Let me till her wi’ the dram—mony words 
mickle drought, ye ken—Stand out o’ my gate, 
my leddy, if sae be that ye are a leddy; there is 
little use of the like of you when there is death 
in the pot.” 

Lady Penelope, half affronted, but still more 
frightened by the manners of the old hag, now 
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gladly embraced Lord Etheringloa’s renewed 
offer to escort her from the hut. He left it not^ 
however, without bestowing an additional gra¬ 
tuity on the old woman, who received it with a 
whining benediction. 

“ The Almighty guide your coilrse through 
the troubles of this wicked warld—and the inuc- 
kle deevil blaw wind in your sails,” she added, in 
her natural tone, as the guests vanished from her 
miserable threshold—‘‘ A wheen cork-headed, 
barmy-brained gowRs I that wunna let puir folk 
sae mueklc as die in quiet, wV their sossings and 
their soopmgs.” 

This poor creature’s declaration,” said Lord 
Ethorington to Lady Penelope, seems to refer 
to matters ^hich the law has nothing to do with, 
and which, perhaps, as they seem to impheate 
the peace of a family of respectability, and the 
character of a young lady, we ought to inquire 
no further after.” 

“ I differ from your lordship,” said Lady Pe¬ 
nelope i ‘‘ 1 difici extremely—1 suppose you 
guess whom licr discourse touched u[)on J*” 
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Indeed, your ladyship does my acuteness 
too much honour.” 

** Did she not mention a Christian name 
said Lady Penelope ; your lordship is strange¬ 
ly dull this morning ?” 

A Christian name ?—No, none that I heard 
—^yes, she said something about a Catherine, I 
think it was.” 

‘‘ Catherine ! No, my lord, it was Clara—^ra¬ 
ther a rare name in this country, and belonging, 
I think, to a young lady of whom your lordship 
should know something, unless your evening 
flirtations with Lady Binks have blotted entirely 
out of your memory your morning visits to 
Shaws-Castle. You are a bold man, my lord. I 
would advise you to include Mrs Blower among 
the objects of your attention, and then you will 
have maid, wife, and widow upon your list.” 

“ Upon my honour, your ladyship is too se¬ 
vere,” said Lord Etherington ; ‘‘ you surround 
yourself every evening with all that is clever and 
accomplished among the people here, and then 
you ridicule a poor secluded monster, who dare 
not approach your charmed circle, because he 
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seeks for some amusement elsewhere. This is to 


tyrannize and not to reign—it is Turkish des¬ 
potism f” 

“ Ah f my lord, I know you well, my lord— 
Sorry would your lordship be, had you not 
power to render yourself welcome to any circle 
which you may please to approach.” 

That is to say, you will pardon me if I 
intrude on your ladyship’s coterie this even¬ 
ing?” 

‘‘ There is no society which Lord Etherington 
can think of frequenting, where he will not be a 
welcome guest.” 

I will plead then at once my pardon and 
privilege this evening—And now (speaking as if 
he had succeeded in establishing some confidence 
with her ladyship,) w hat do you really think of 
this blind story ?” 

** O, I must believe it concerns Miss Mow¬ 


bray. She was always an odd girl—something 
about her I could never endure—a sort of 


effrontery—that is, perhaps, a harsh word, but 
a kind of confidence—so that though 1 kept on 
a footing with her, because she was an orphan 
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girl of good famil^, and because I really knew 
nothing positively bad of her, yet she sometimes 
absolutely shocked me.” 

‘‘ Your ladyship, peihaps, would not think it 
right to give publicity to the story ; at least, till 
you know exactly what it is,” said the Earl, in a 
tone of suggestion. 

“ Depend upon it, that it is quite the worst, 
the very worst—You heard the woman say that 
she had exposed Clara to ruin—and you know 
she must have meant Clara IMowbray, because 
she was so anxious to tell the story to her bro¬ 
ther, St Ronan’s.” 

“ Very true—I did not think of that,’’ an¬ 
swered Lord Etherington ; “ still it would be 
hard on the poor girl if it should get abroad.” 

‘‘ Oh, it will never get abroad for me,” said 
Lady Penelope; I would not tell the very 
wind of it. But then I cannot meet Miss Mow¬ 
bray as formerly—I have a station in life to main¬ 
tain, my lord~and I am under the necessity of 
being select in my society—it is a duty I owe the 
public, if it were even not my own inclination.” 

“ Certainly, my Lady Penelope,” said Lord 
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£therington; bu t then consider, that, in a place 
^ere all eyes are necessarily observant of your 
ladyship's behaviour, the least coldness on your 
part to Miss Mowbray—and, after all, we have 
nothing like assurance of anything being wrong 
there—would ruin her with the company here, 
and with the world at large.” 

Oh ! my lord,” answered Lady Penelope, 
“ as for the truth of the story, I have some prU 
vate reasons of my own for ‘ holding the strange 
tale devoutly truefor I had a mysterious hint 
from a very worthy, but a very singular man, 
(your lordship knows how I adore originality,) 
the clergyman of the parish, who made me aware 
there was something wrong about Miss Clara— 
something that—^your lordship will excuse my 
speaking more plainly—Oh, no !—I fear—I fear 
it is all too true—You know Mr Cargill, I sup¬ 
pose, my lord 

Yes—no—I—I think I have seen him,” 
said Lord Etherington. But how came the 
lady to make the parson her father-confessor 
tl^ey have no auricular confession in the Kirk~ 
it must have been with the purpose of marriage, 
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I presume—let us hope that it took place—per¬ 
haps it really was so—did he, Cargill—the ifti- 
n is ter, I mean—say anything of such a matter ?” 
‘‘ Not a word—not a word—I see where you 

are, my lord, you would put a good face on’t_ 

* 

They call’d it marriage, by that specious name 
To veil the crime, and sanctify the ^hame. 


Queen Dido for that. How the clergyman came 
into the secret, I cannot tell—he is a very close 
man.—But 1 know he will not hear of Miss Mow¬ 
bray being married with any one, unquestionably 
because he knows that, in doing so, she would 
introduce disgrace into some honest family—and, 
truly, I am much of his mind, my lord.” 

Perhaps Mr Cargill may know the lady is 
privately married already,” said the Earl; ‘‘ I 
think that is the more natural inference, begging 
your ]ady&hip''s pardon for presuming to differ 
in opinion.” 

Lidy Penelope seemed determined not to take 
this view of the case. 

No, no—no, I tell you,” she replied; ** she 
cannot be married, for if she were married, how 
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could the poor wretch say that she was ruined ? 
—*You know there is a difference betwixt ruin 
and marriage.” 

“ Some people are said to have found them 
synonymous, I-.ady Penelope,” answered the 
EarL 

You are smart on me, my lord; but still, 
in common parlance, when we say a woman is 
ruined, we mean quite the contrary of her being 
married—it is impossible for me to be more ex¬ 
plicit upon such a topic, my lord.” 

“ I defer to your ladyship’s better judgment,” 
said Lord Ethcrington. “ I only entreat you to 
observe a little caution on this business—I will 
make the strictest inquiries at this woman, and 
acquaint you with the result; and I hope, out 
of regard to the respectable family of St Ho¬ 
nan’s, your ladyship will be in no hurry to inti¬ 
mate anything to Miss Mowbray’s prejudice.” 

I certainly am no person to spread scandal, 
my lord,” answered the lady, drawing herself 
up; at the same time, I must say, the Mow- 
brays have little claim on me for forbearance. 1 
am sui?e I was the first person to bring this Spaw 
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into fashion, which has been a matter of such 
consequence to their estate; and yet Mr Mow¬ 
bray set himself against me, my lord, in every 
possible sort of way, and encouraged the under¬ 
bred people about him to beliave very strangely. 
—There was the business of building the Bclvi- 
dere, which he would not permit to be done out 
of the stock-purse of the company, because I had 
given the workmen the plan and the orders— 
and then, about the tea-room—and the hour for 
beginning dancing—and about the subscription 
for Mr Ryniour’s new Tale of Chivalry—in 
short, I owe no consideration to Mr Mowbray 
of St Ronan’s.” 

But the poor young lady,” said Lord Ether- 
ington. 

Oh i the poor young lady ?—the poor young 
lady can be as saucy as a rich young lady, I pro^ 
misc you.—There was a business in which she 
used me scandalously, Lord Etherington—^it waa 
about a very trifling matter—a shawl. Nobody 
minds dress less than I do, my lord; I thank Hea¬ 
ven my thoughts turn upon very difiei ent topics— 
but it is in trifles that disrespect and unkindness 
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shewn; and 1 have had a full share of both 
from Miss Clara, besides a good deal of imperti¬ 
nence from her brother upon the same subject.^ 
There is but one way remains,'’ thought the 
Ear], as they approached the Spaw, “ and that 
is, to work on the fears of this d—d vindictive 
blue-stocking’d wild-cat.—Your ladyship,” he 
said aloud, “ is aware what severe damages have 
been awarded in late cases where something ap¬ 
proaching to scandal has been traced to ladies of 
consideration—the privileges of the tea-table have 
been found insufficient to protect some fair cri¬ 
tics against the consequences of too liberal ani¬ 
madversion upon the characters of their friends. 
So, pray remember, that yet we know very little 
on this subject.” 

Lady Penelope loved money, and feared the 
law ; and this hint, fortified by her acquaintance 
with Mowbray’s love of his sister, and his irri¬ 
table and revengeful disposition, brought her in a 
moment much nigher the temper in which Lord 
Etherington wished to leave her. She protested, 
that no one could be more tender than she of the 
fame of the unfortunate, even supposing their 
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guilt was fully proved—promised caution on the 
subject of the pauper’s declaration, and hopeS 
j^ord Ktherington would join her tea party early 
in tlie evening, as she wished to make him ac¬ 
quainted with one or two of her 'proteges^ whom, 
she was sia*e, his lordship would find deserving 
of his advice and countenance. Being by this 
time at the door of her own apartment, her lady¬ 
ship took leave of the Bari w ith a most gracious 
smile. 
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On the Ice-beam lies the land, boys, 

See all clear to reef each course ; 

Let the fore-sheet go, don’t mind, boys, 
Though the weather should be worse. 

The Storm. 


‘‘It darkens round me like a tempest,” thought 
Lord Etherington, as, with slow step, folded 
arms, and his white hat slouched over his brows, 
he traversed the short interval of space betwixt 
his own apartments and those of the Lady Pe¬ 
nelope. In a buck of the old school, one of Con¬ 
greve’s men of wit and pleasure about town, 
this would have been a departure from charac¬ 
ter ; but the present fine man docs not derogate 
from his quality, even by exhibiting all tlie 
moody and gentlemanlike solemnity of Master 
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Stephen. So, Lord Etherington was at liberty 
to carry on his reflections, without attracting ob¬ 
servation.—I have put a stopper into the 
mouth of that old vinegar cruet of quality, but 
the acidity of her temper will soon dissolve the 
charm—And what to do 

As he looked round him, he saw his trusty va¬ 
let Solmes, who, touching his hat with due re¬ 
spect, said, as he passed him, ‘‘ Your lordship'^s 
letters are in your private dispatch-box."” 

Simple as these words were, and indifferent 
the tone in which they were spoken, their import 
made Lord Etherington’s heart bound as if his 
fate had depended on the accents. He intimated 
no farther interest in the communication, how¬ 
ever, than to desire Solmes to be below, in case 
he should ring; and with these words entered 
his apartment, and barred and bolted the door, 
even before he looked on the table where his dis¬ 
patch-box was placed. 

Lord Etherington had, as is usual, one key to 

the box which held his letters, his confidential 

servant being entrusted with the other; so that, 

under the protection of a patent lock, his dis- 

12 
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patches escaped ail risk of being tampered with, 
—a precaution not altogether unnecessary on \‘he 
part of tlK>se wlio freejuent hotels and lodging- 
houses. 

“ By your leave, Mr Brain ah,’’ said the Bari, 
as he applied the key, jesting, as it were, with 
his own agitation, as lie would have done with 
that of a third party. The lid wa& raised, and 
displayed the packet, the appeal auce and super¬ 
scription of which had attracted his observation 
but a short while since in the post-office. Then 
he \\ould have given niiicli to be possessed of the 
opportunity which was now in his jjower ; but 
many pause on the brink ol' a crime, Avho have 
eoiUernplatcd it at a diotance without scrujile.— 
JLord Etherington’s first impulse had led him to 
])okc the fire ; and he held in his iiantl the let¬ 
ter which he was more than half tempted to com¬ 
mit, without even breaking the seal, to the fiery 
element. But, though sufficiently familiarized 
with guilt, he was not as yet acquainted witli 
it in its basest shapes—he had not yet acted 
W'ith meanness, or at least witli what the world 
terms such. lie had been a duellist, the man- 

i() 
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ncrs of the age authorized it—libertine, the 
world excused it to his youdi and condition^ 
a bold atid successful gambler, for that quality 
he was admired and envied ; and a thousand 
other inaccuracies, to which these practices and 
habits lead, were easily slurred over in a man of 
quality, with fortune and spirit to support his 
rank. Bui his present meditated act was of a 
different kind. Tell it not in Bond Street, whis¬ 
per it not on St James'^s pavement!—it amount¬ 
ed to an act of petty larceny, for which the cocle 
of lionour would admit of no composition. 

r.ord Etherington, under the influence of these 
recollections, stood for a few minutes su'^pended 
—But the devil always finds logic to convince his 
followers. lie recollected the wrong done to his 
mother, and to himself, her offspring, to whom 
his father had, in the face of the whole world, 
imparted the hereditary rights, of which he was 
now, by a posthumous deed, endeavouring to de¬ 
prive tlie memory of the one, and the expectations 
of the other. Surely, the right b^ing his own, he 
had a full title, by the most effectual means, what- ‘ 
ever such means might be, to rc^l himself of all 
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attacks on that right, and evon destroy, if neces¬ 
sary, t!ie documents by which his enemies were 
prosecuting tlteir unjust plans against liis honour 
and intereX 

This reasoning prevailed, and Lord Etbering- 
ton again held tlie devoted packet above the 
flames; when it occurred to him, that, his rcso- 

j 

lution being taken, he ought to carry it into exe¬ 
cution as effectually as possible ; and to do so, it 
was necessary to know, that the packet actually 
contained the papers which he w’as desirous to 

Never did a doubt arise in juster time; for no 
sooner had the seal burst, and the envelope rus¬ 
tled under his fingers, than he perceived, to liis 
utter consternation, that he held in his hand on¬ 
ly the copies of the deeds for which Francis Tyr- 
rel had written, the originals of which he had too 
sanguinely concluded would be forwarded accord¬ 
ing to his requisition. A letter from a partner of 
the house with which they were deposited, statc<h 
that they had not felt themselves at liberty, in 
the absence of the head of their flrni, to whom 
these papers had been committed, to part with 
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them even to Mr Tyrrel; though they had pro* 
ceedetl so far as to open the parcel, and now trans- 
nutted to him formal copies of the papers contain- 
cd in il, which, they presumed, would serve Mr 
TyrrePs purpose for consulting counsel, or the 
lilce. They themselves, in a case of so much de¬ 
licacy, and in the absence of their principal*paru 
ner, were determined to retain the originals, un¬ 
less called to produce them in a court of justice. 

IVith a solemn imprecation on the formality 
and absurdity of the writer, ll.ord Etlieringtoii 
let the letter of advice drop from liis hand into 
the fil e, and throwing himself into a chair, pass¬ 
ed his hand acros-s his eyes, as if their very power 
of sight had been blighted by what he had read. 
Ills title, and his paternal fortune, wliLch he 
thought but an instant before might be render¬ 
ed unchallengeable by a single movement of his 
hand, seemed now on the verge of being lost for 
ever, riis rapid recollection failed not to remind 
him of what was less known to the world, that his 
early and profuse expenditure had greatly dilapi¬ 
dated his maternal fortune; and that the estate 
of Nettlewood, which five minutes ago he only co- 
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voted as a wealthy man desires increase of his store, 
must now be acquired,if he would avoid being a 
very poor and embarrassed spendthrift. To im¬ 
pede his possessing himself of this property, fate 
had restored to the scene the penitent of the mom- 
ing, who, as he had too much reason to believe, 
was returned to this neighbourhood, to do justice 
to Clara Mowbray, and who was not unlikely to 
put the whole story of the marriage on its right 
footing. She, however, might be got rid of; 
and it might still be possible to hurry Miss 
Mowbray, by working on her fears, or through 
the agency of her brother, into an union with 
him, while he still preserved the title of T^ord 
Etherington. This, therefore, he resolved to 
secure, if effort or if intrigue could carry the 
point; nor was it the least consideration, that 
should he succeed, he would obtain over Tyrrcl, 
liis successful rival, such a triumph, as would be 
sutBcient to embitter the tranquillity of his whole 
life. 

In a few minutes, his rapid and contriving in¬ 
vention had formed a plan tor securing tho sole 
advantage which seemed to remain open for him; 
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and conscious that he had no time to Lose^ he en¬ 
tered imrnedidtely upon the execution. 

The bell bummoned Solmes to his lord’s apart¬ 
ment, when the Earl, as coolly as if he bad hoped 
to dupe his experienced valet by such an asser¬ 
tion, said, You have brought me a packet de¬ 
signed for some man at the Aulton~let it be sent 
to him—Stay, I ^ill re-seal it first.” 

Jle accordingly re-sealed the packet, contain¬ 
ing all the writings, excepting the letter of ad 
vice, (which he had burnt,) and gave it to the 
valet, with the caution, I wish you would not 
make siuli blunders in future.” 

“ I beg your lordship’s pardon—I will take 
better care again—thought it was addressed to 
your lord-ship.” 

So answered Solmes, too knowing to give tlie 
least look of intelligence, far less to remind the 
Earl that his own directions had occasioned the 
mistake of which he complained. 

Solmes,’" omt.niied the Earl, “ you neetl 
not mention }ou) blunder at the iKist-ofiice ; ir 
would only occasion tattle m this idle placo—but 
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be sure tliat the gentleman has his letter.—And, 
Solmcs, I see Mr Mowbray walk acroas—ask 
him to dine with me to-day at five. I have a 
head-ache, and cannot face the clamour of the 
^vages who feed at the public table.T—And—^let 
me see—make my compliments to Lady Pene¬ 
lope Penfeather-i-I will certainly have the ho¬ 
nour of waiting on her ladyship this evening to 
tea, agreeable to her very boreing invitation re¬ 
ceived—write her a proper card, and word it 
your own way. Bespeak dinner for two, and 
sec you have some of that batch of Burgundy.” 
The servant was retiring, when his master add¬ 
ed, “ Stay a moment—I have a more important 
business than I have yet mentioned—Solmes, 
you have managed devilish ill about the woman 
Irwin I” 

‘‘ I, ray lord answered Sohne$. 

You, you, sir—did you not tell me she had 
gone to the West Indies with a friend of yours, 
and did not I give them a couple of hun4^d 
pounds for passage-money ?” 

‘5* Yes, my lord,” replied the valet. 
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Ay, but now it proven wo, niy lord,’’ said I.ord 
Ethcrington ; for she has found her way back 
to this country in misei’ablc plight—half-starved, 
and, no doubt, willing to do or say anything for 
a livelihood—How has this happened 

“ Ihdduiph must have taken her cadi, and 
turned her loose, my lord,*” anlswcred Solmos, as 
if he had been speaking of the most common- 
pl.ice transaction in the world ; “ but I know the 
^voman''s nature so well, and am so much master 
of her history, that I can carry her off the coun¬ 
try in twenty-four hours, and place her where 
bhe will never think of returning, provided your 
lordship can spare me so long.’’ 

“ About it directly—but I can tell you, that 
yon will find the woman in a very penitential 
humour, and very ill in health to boot.” 

‘‘ I am sure of my game,” answered Solrncs; 
“ with submission to your lordship, I think if 
death and her good angel had hold of one of that 
\vonian\ arms, the devil and I could make a 

t- 

sliift to load her away by the other.” 

Away and about it, then,” said Eilieiington. 
“ But, hark yc, Solmeis, be kind to her, and see 
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all her wants relieved,*—I have done her mischief 
enough—though nature and the devil had done 
half the work to my hand.” 

Solrnes at length was permitted to withdraw to 
execute his various commissions, with an assu¬ 
rance that his services would not be wanted for 
the next twenty-four hours. 

Sohsaid the Earl, as his agent withdrew, 
** there is a spring put in motion, which, well 
oiled, will move the whole machine—And here, 
in lucky time, comes Harry Jekyl—I hear his 
whistle on the stairs.—There is a silly lightness 
of heart about that fellow, which I envy, while I 
despise it; but he is welcome now, for I want 
him.” 

Jekyl entered accordingly, and broke out 
with, “ I am glad to see one of your fellows lay¬ 
ing a clotli for two in your parlour, Etherington 
—I was afraid you were going down among these 
confounded bores again to-day.” 

“ Ycm are not to be one of the two, Hal,” an¬ 
swered Lord Etherington. 

No ?—then I may be a third, I hope, if not 
second 
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Neither fiiret, second^ nor third, CaptaiA.— 
The truth is^ I want a tete-a-tfite with Mr Mow¬ 
bray of St Honan’s,” replied the Earl; inid, 
besides, I have to beg the very particular favour 
of you to go again to that fellow Martigny. It 
is time that he should produce Jiis papers, if he 
has any—of which, for one, I do not believe a 
word. He has had ample time to hear from Lon¬ 
don ; and I think I have delayed long enough in 
an important matter upon his bare assertion.” 

I cannot blame your impatience,” said Jc- 
ky], and I will go on your errand instantly. 
As you waited on my advice, 1 am bound to find 
an end to your suspense.—At the same time, if 
the man is not possessed of such papers as lie 
spoke of, I must own he is happy in a command 
of consummate assurance, which might set up 
the whole roll of attorneys.” 

You will be soon able to judge of that,” said 
Lord Etherington; and now, off with you,~ 

' Why do you look at me so anxiously ?” 

I cannot tell—I have strange forebodings 
about thb tete^a-tfite with Mowbray. You should 



jSli t HAP. MI. tns\rroiNiMP\M. 

sp;uo him, l^thciington—he U nf)t }our match 
—wants both jiulgment and temper.” 

Tell him so, Jekyl,” answcied the Earl, 
and his proud Scotch stomach will be up in an 
instant, and he will pay you with a slicrt ibr your 
pains.—Why, he thinks himself Cock of the walk, 
this strutting; bantam, notwithstanding the lesson 
I gave him before^—And what do you think ?— 
he has the impudence to talk about my attentions 
to Lady Ihnks as inconsistent with the prosecution 
of my suit to his sister I Yes, Ilal—this awkward 
Scotch laird, that has scarce tact enough to make 
love to a ewe>milker, or, at best, to some dag- 
g(e-tailcd soubrette, has the assurance to start 
himself as my rival!” 

Then, good night to St Honan’s I —this will 
be a fatal dinner to him.—Ethcrington, I know 
by that laugh you are bent on mischief—I have 
a great mind to give him a hint.” 

I wish you would,” answered the Earl; it 
w'ould all turn to my account*’ 

“ Do you defy me ?—Well, if I meet him, I 
will put him on hU guard.”' 

The friends patted; and it was not long ere 
" 20 
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Jekyl encountered Mowbray on one of llic public 
'walks. 

“You dine with Ethenngton to-day?'” said 
the Captain—“ Forgivq me, Mr Mowbray, if I 
sfiy one single word—Beware.” 

“ Of what should I beware. Captain Jekyl,” 
answered Mowbray, “ when I dine with a friend 
of your own, and a man of honour 

“ Certainly Lord Etherington is both, IVfi 
Mowbray; but he loves play, and ts too hard 
for most people.'” 

“ I thank yo^ for your hint, Captain Jekyl— 
I am a raw Scotchman, it is true; but yet, 1 
know a thing or two. Fair play is always pre¬ 
sumed amongst gentlemen ; and that taken for 
granted, I have the vanity to think I need no 
one'^s caution on the subject, not even Captain 
JekyPs, though his experience must needs be so 
much superior to mine.'** 

“ In that case, sir,'^ said Jekyl, bowing cold¬ 
ly, ^ I have no more to say, and I hope there is 
no harm done.—Conceited coxcomb 1” be added, 
mentally, as they parted, how truly did Ethcr- 
ington judge of him, and what an ass was I to 
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intermeddle !—I hope Ethcrington will strip him 
of every feather.” 

lie pursued his walk in quest of Tyrre), and 
Mowbray proceeded to the apartments of the 
Earl^ in a temper of mind well suited to the pur¬ 
poses of the latter, who judged of his disposition 
accurately when he permitted Jekyl to give his 
well-meant warning. To be supposed by a man 
of acknowledged fashion, so decidedly inferior to 
his antagonist—to be considered as an object of 
compassion, and made the subject of a good-boy 
warning, was gall and bitterness to his proud 
spirit, which, the more that he felt a conscious 
inferiority in the arts which they all cultivated, 
struggled the more to preserve the footing of at 
least apparent equality. 

Since the first memorable party at piquel, 
Mowbray had never hazarded his luck with Lord 
Etherington, except for trifling stakes ; but his 
conceit led him to suppose, that he now fully uiu 
derstood his pla^, and, agreeably to the practice 
of those who have habituated tjiemselves to gam¬ 
bling, he had, c \ry now and then, felt a yearn- 
ing tOaSy for liis reveiijic. lie wished also to be 
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out of Lord Etherington’s debt, feeding gallcil 
under a pense of pecuniary obligation, wliich hin¬ 
dered his speaking his mind to him fully upon 
the subject of his flirtation with Lady Binks, 
which he justly considered as an insult to his fa¬ 
mily, considering the footing on which tlie Earl 
seemed desirous to stand Avith Clara Mowbrav. 
From these obligations a favourable evening 
might free him, and Mowbray Avas, in fact, in¬ 
dulging in a waking dream to this purpose, when 
Jekyl interrupted him. !His untimely warning 
only excited a spirit of contradiction, and a deter- 
nfmation to show the adviser hoAV little he Avas 
qualified to judge of his talents; and in this hu¬ 
mour, his ruin, which was the consequence of that 
afternoon, was far from even seeming to be the 
premeditated, or even the A^oluntary work of the 
Earl of Etherington. 

On the contrary, the victim himself was the 
first to propose play—deep play—double stakes. 
While Lord Etherington, on the contrary, often 
proposed to diminish their game, or to break off 
entirely; but it was always with an afiectation of 
superiority, which only stimulated Movrbray to 
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fartlier and more desperate ri&ks; and, at last, 
when Mowbray became his debtor to an over¬ 
whelming amount, (his circumstances considered,)' 
the Earl threw down the cards, and declared he 
should be too late for Lady Penclopc''s tea-party, 
to which be was positively engaged. ** 

Will you not give me my revenge said 
Mowbray, taking up the cards, and shuffling 
them with fierce anxiety, 

“ Not now, Mowbmy; we have played tor> 
long already—^you have lost too much—^more 
than perhaps is convenient for you to pay,” 
Mowbray gnashed his teeth, in spite of his 
resolution to maintain an exterior, at least, of 
firmness. 

You can take your time, you know,” said 
the Earl; a note of hand will suit me as well 
as the money.” 

^ No, by G-answered Mowbray, “ I 

will not be so taken in a second time—I had 
better have sold myself to the devil than to your 
lordship.—1 have never been liiy own man since.” 

These are not very kind expressions, Mow¬ 
bray ,”^^id the Earl; you m>uld play, and 
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they tliat will play must expect sometimes to 
lose— 

And they who win will cx])cct to be paid,'" 
said Mowbray, breaking in. I know that as 
well as you, my lord, and you shall be paid—I 

w ill pay you—I will pay you, by G-! Do you 

make any doubt that I will pay you, my lord 

You look as if you thought of paying me in 
sharp coin,” said Lord Etheringtoxi; and I 
think that would scarce be consistent with the 
terms we stand upon towards each other.” 

“ By my soul, my lord," said Mowbiay, “ I 
cannot tell what these terms are; and to bo at 
my wit's end at once, I should be glad to know. 
You set out upon paying addresses to my sister, 
and with your visits and opportunities at Shaws- 
Castle, 1 cannot find the matter makes the least 
progress—it keeps moving without advancing, 
like a child's rocking-horse. Perhaps 30 U think 
that you have curbed me up so tiglitiy, that I 
dare not stir in the matter ; but you will find it 
otherwise.— Vour lordship may keep a haram if 
you will, but my sister shall not enter it." 

You are angry, and therefore you are u»- 
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just,'’ said TCthcrington; you know well enough 
it is your sister’s fault that there is any delay. I 
am most willing—most desirous to call her Lady 
Lthcrington—nothing but her unlucky preju¬ 
dices against me have retarded a union which I 

O 

have so many reasons for desiring.” 

Well,” replied Mowbray, that shall be 
my business. I know no reason she can pretend 
to decline a marriage so honourable to her house, 
and wljicli is approved of by me, that house’s 
bead. That matter shall be arranged in twenty- 
four hours.” 

It will do me the most sensible pleasure,” 
said Lord Etherington; you sliall soon see 
how sinccn ly I desire your alliance ; and as for 
the trifle you have lost—” 

It is no trifle to me, my lord—it is my ruin 
—but it shall be paid—and let me tell your lord¬ 
ship, you may thank your good luck for it more 
than your good play.’’ 

We will say no more of it at present, if you 
please,” said liOrd Etherington, to-morrow is 
a new day; and if you will take my advice, you 
will not be too harsh with your sister. A little 

21 
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flnnnrs'^ 3*5 pcldom iinies witli woiucn, but 

prity-'* 

I will pray your lord^liip to spare' me your 
.idvieoon tliig siibjeet. Ilowx'ver valuable it may 

be in otlicr *espcets, T can, 1 take it, speak to 

■ 

my own si.ster in my own wa}^'''’ 

“Since you are so caustically disposed, Mow¬ 
bray," answeied the I'arl, “ I presume you will 
uot honour her ladyship’s tea-table to-niG^ht, 
fhougli I believe it will bi' the last of the season 
“ And w'hy should you ihiuk so, my lord?” 
answv^red Mr>wbray, whose losses Ji.ul rendered 
him tC'ty ami ia)iitm(ii<‘lorv u])Lai Morv subject 
I hat was "tarU d. Why should nut I j)ay niy 
ri'spi'cts to f.ady Ik'nelnpe, or any othi'r taliby 
.‘f ,^)unhU r* [ have no title, indeed, but 1 sup¬ 
pose that my family——" 

“ Entities v<Ht to become a <.anon of Stras- 
liiu ‘‘ 11 , doubtle^s—But you do not seem in a vi'iy 
C'fiiiaMU mood for ^ahiho ordei^. Ail I meant to 
ay wa‘ duu you d Lady Pen ware not used 
. > t.< ou such n ‘»ood footinij." 

•• Wvdl, slie eiit me a caul for her blow’-outf’ 


\0f III 



IM CHAP. VIT. DISAPPOINTMENT. 


said Mowbray; and so I am resolved to go. 
When I liavc been there half an hour, I will 
ride up to Shaws-Castle, and you shall hear of 
my speed in wooing for you to-morrow morn- 
ing.’’ 
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liCt fall llic curtains, wheel the Kot.i round , 

And while the huhl)hi)<^ and loud hissing uin 
I'hrows up .1 s.Uani> column, and the cup-. 

That chcci, but not inchrintc, wait on each, 

Thus let us welcome pcacclul cxniny in. 

(V>w ri. r’s 7Vk/ 


'^rjiK approadi of tlio fold tind rainy '.cason 
Jiad now so Far thinned llip company at the 
Well, that, in order to secure tlie necessary de¬ 
gree of crowd upon lier tca-niglits, I^ady Pene¬ 
lope was obliged to employ some coaxing, to¬ 
wards those whom she had considered as much 
under j>ar in society. Even the Doctor and Mrs 
Blower were graciously smiled upon—for their 
marriage was now an arranged affair; and the 
event was of a nature likely to spread the repu- 
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tation of the Spaw among wealthy widows^ anti 
medical gentlemen of more skill than practice. 
So in they came, the Doctor smirking, gallanting, 
and performing all the bustling parade of settled 
and arranged courtship, with much of that grace 
wherewith a turkey-cock goes through the same 
ceremony. Old Touchwood had also attended 
her ladyship’s summons, chiefly, it may be sup¬ 
posed, from his restless fidgetty disposition, which 
seldom suffered him to remain absent even from 
those places of resort, of which he usually pro¬ 
fessed his detestation. There was, besides, Mr 
Winterblossom, who, in his usual spirit of qmet 
epicurism and self-indulgence, was, under the fire 
of a volley of compliments to Lady Penelope, 
scheming to secure for himself an early cup of 
tea. There was Lady Pinks also, with the wonted 
degree of sullenncbs in her beautiful face, angry 
at her husband as usual, and not disposed to be 
pleased with Lord Ethcrington for being absent, 
when she desired to excite Sir Bingo’s jealousy. 
This she had discovered to be the most effectual 
way of tormenting the Baronet, and she rejoiced 
in it with the savage glee of a hackney coach- 
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man, who has found a razvy where ho can make 
his poor jade feel the whip. Tlie rest of the 
company were also in attendance as usual. Mac- 
Turk himself was present, notwithstanding that 
he thought it an egregious waste of hot water, 
to bestow*it upon compounding any mixture, sa¬ 
ving punch. He had of late associated himself a 
good deal with the traveller; not that they by 
any means resembled each other in temper or 
opinions, but rather because there was that de¬ 
gree of dilFercnee betwixt them which furnished 
perpetual subject for dispute and discussion. 
They were not long, on the present occasion, ere 
they lighted on a fertile source of controversy. 

Never tell me of your points of honour,” 
said 'iVuchwood, raising his voice altogether 
above the general tone of polite conversation— 
all humbug. Captain MacTurk—mere hair- 
traps to springe wood-cocks~men of sense break 
through them.” 

Upon luy W(H’d, sir,” said the Captain, and 
myself is sur}»rised to hear you—for, look you, 
sir, every man’s honour is the breath of his nos¬ 
trils—Cot tamii!” 
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Then, let men breathe through their mouths 
and be d—d,” returned the controversialist. I 
tell you, sir, that, besides its being forbidden 
both by law and gospel, it's an idiotical and to¬ 
tally absurd practice, that of duelling. An ho- 

I 

nest savage has more sen^ than to practise it— 
he takes his bow or his gun, as the thing may 
be, and shoots his enemy from behind a bush. 
And a very good way ; for you see there can, in 
tliat case, be only one man's death between 
them." 

‘‘ Saul of my body, sir," said the Captain, 
“ gin ye promulgate sic doctrines among the 
good company, it’s my belief you will bring some¬ 
body tb the gallows." 

Thank ye, Captain, with all my heart; but 
1 stir up no quarrels—I leave war to tlicm that 
live by it. I only say, that, except our old, stu¬ 
pid ancestors in the north-west here, T know no 
country so silly as to harbour this custom of 
duelling. It is unknown in Africa, almong the 
negroes—in America." 

“ Don’t tell me that," said the Captain; a 
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Yankee will fight with muskets and buck-shot 
rather than sit still with an affront. I should 
know Jonathan, I think.*” 

Altogether unknown among the thousand 
tribes of India.” 

^ “ I**!! be'tamned, then!” said Captain Mac- 
Turk. Was I not in Tippoo’s prison at Banga¬ 
lore ? and, when the joyful day of our liberation 
came, did we not solemnize it with fourteen little 
affairs, whereof we had been laying the founda¬ 
tion in our house of captivity, as holy writ has 
it, and never went farther to settle them than the 
glacifc. of the fort ? By my soul, you would have 
thought there was a smart skirmisli, the firing 
was so close ; and did not I, Captain MacTurk, 
fight three of them myself, without moving my 
foot from the place I set it on 

And pray, sir, what might be the result of 
this Christian mode of giving thanks for your 
deliverance ?” demanded Mr Touchwood. 

“ A .small list of casualties, after all,” said the 
Captain; “ one killed on the spot, one died of 
his wounds—two severely wounded—three ditto, 
slightly, and little Duncan Macphail reported 
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misbing. We were out of practice, after such 
Jong confinement. So you sec liow wc manage 
matters in India, my dear friend.” 

‘‘ You are to understand,” replied Touch- 
wood, that 1 spoke only of the heathen natives, 
who, heat lien as tliey arc, live in the light of then 
own moral reason, and among whom ye shall 
therefore see better examples of jiractical moral¬ 
ity than among sueh as yourselves; who, though 
calling yourselves Christians, have no more 
knowledge of the true acceptation and meaning 
of your religion, than if you had left your reli¬ 
gion at the Cape of Good Hope, as say of 
you, and forgot to take it up when you came 
back again.” 

“ Py Cot, and I can tell you, sir,” said the 
Captain, elevating at once his voice and his nos¬ 
trils, and snuffing the air with a truculent and in¬ 
dignant visage, that I will not permit you or any 
man to throw any such scandal on my character. 
—I thank Cot, I can bring good witness that I 
am as good a Christian as another, for a poor 
sinner, as the best of us are; and I am ready to 
justify my religion with my sword—Cot t^mn !— 
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Compare my own self with a parcel of black hea¬ 
then bodies and natives, that were never in the 
inner side of a kirk wliihl they lived, but go 
about worshipping stocks and stones, and swing¬ 
ing themselves upon bamboos, like peasts, as 
they are ! ' 

All indignant growling in his throat, which 
sounded like the acquiescence of his inward man 
in the indignant proposition which his external 
organs thus expressed, concluded this haughty 
speech, which, however, made not the least im¬ 
pression on Touchwood, who cared as little for 
angry tones and looks as he did for fine speeches. 
So that it is likely a quarrel between the Chris¬ 
tian preceptor and the peace-maker might have 
occurred for the amusement of the company, 
had not the attention of both, but particularly 
that of Touchwood, been diverted from the to¬ 
pic of debate by the entrance of Lord Ethering- 
ton and Mowbray. 

7"he former was, as usual, all grace, smiles, 
and gentleness. Yet, contrary to his wonted 
custom, which usually was, after a few general 
complements, to attach himself particularly to 
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Lady Binks, tlie Earl^ on the present occasion, 
avoided the side of the room on which that beau¬ 
tiful but sullen idol held her station, and attach¬ 
ed himself exclusively to Lady Penelope Penfea- 
ther, enduring, without flinching, the strange va¬ 
riety of conceited havardage^ which 'that lady’s 
natural parts and acquired information enabled 
her to pour forth with unparalleled profusion. 

An honest heathen, one of Plutarch’s heroes, if 
I mistake not, dreamed once upon a night, that 
the figure of Proserpina, whom he had long wor¬ 
shipped, visited his slumbers with an angry and 
vindictive countenance, and menaced him with 
vengeance, in resentment of his having neglected 
her altars, with the usual fickleness of a Polythe¬ 
ist, for those of some more fashionable divinity. 
Not that goddess of the infernal regions herself 
could assume a more haughty or more displeased 
countenance than that with which Lady Binks 
looked from time to time upon Lord Etherington, 
as if to warn him of the consequence of this de¬ 
parture from the allegiance which the young Earl 
had hitherto manifested towards her, and which 
seemed now, she knew not why, unless it vere for 
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the purpose of public Insult, to be transferred to 
her rival. Perilous as her eye-glances were, and 
much as they menaced. Lord Etherington felt 
at this moment the importance of soothing Lady 
Penelope to silence on the subject of the invalid’s 
confession of that morning to be more pressing 
than that of appeasing the indignation of liady 
Pinks. The former was a case of the most press¬ 
ing necessity—the latter, if he was at all anxious 
on the subject, might, he perhaps thought, be 
trusted to time. Had the ladies continued on a 
tolerable footing together, he might have endea¬ 
voured to conciliate both. But the bitterness of 
their long suppressed feud had greatly increased, 
now that it was probable the end of the season 
was to separate them, probably for ever; so 
that Lady Penelope had no longer any motive 
for countenancing Lady Pinks, or the lady of 
Sir Bingo for desiring Lady Penelope’s coun¬ 
tenance. The wealth and lavish expense of 
the one was no longer to ^render more illus¬ 
trious the suite of her right honourable friend, 
nor was the society of Lady Penelope likely to 
be soon again useful or necessary to Lady Pinks. 
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So that neither were any longer desirous to su(>- 
press symptoms of the mutual contempt and dis¬ 
like which they had long nourished for each 
other; and whosoever should, in this decisive 
hour, take part with one, had little liencefor- 
ward to expect from the other. Wh^t farther and 
more private reasons Lady lilnks might have to 
resent the defection of Lord Ethcrington, have 
never come with certainty to our knowledge; 
but it was said there had been high words be¬ 
tween them on the floating report that Lord 
Etherington’s visits to Shaws-Castle were dicta¬ 
ted by the wish to find a bride there. 

Women’s wits are said to be quick in spying 
the surest means of avenging a real or supposeil 
slight. After biting her pretty lips, and revolving 
in her mind the readiest means of vengeance, fate 
threw in her way young Mowbray of Si Ronaii’s. 
She looked at him, and endeavoured to fix his 
attention with a nod and gracious smile, such as 
in an ordinary mood would have instantly drawn 
him to her side. On receiving in answer only a 
vacant glance and a bow, she was led to observe 
him more attentively, and was induced to be- 
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licvo, from his wavering look, varying complex¬ 
ion, and unsteady step, that he had been drink¬ 
ing unusually deep. Still his eye was less that 
of an intoxicated than of a disturbed and despe¬ 
rate man, one whose faculties were engrossed by 
tleep and turfeid reflection, which withdrew him 
from the passing scene. 

Do you observe how ill Mr Mowbray looks P’’ 
said she, in a loud whisper; “ I hope he has not 
heard what Lady Penelope was just now saying 
of his family 

Unless he hears it from 3 '^oii, my lady,” au- 
bwered Mr Touehvvood, who, upon Mowbray’s 
entrance, had broken off his discourse with Mac- 
^furk, I think there is little chance of his 
learning it from any other person.” 

What is the matter ?” said Mowbray, sharp¬ 
ly, addressing Chattcrlcy and Winterblossom; 
but the one shrunk from the question, protest¬ 
ing, he indeetl had not been precisely attending 
to wha‘ had been passing among the ladies, and 
Winterblossom bowed out of the scrape with 
quiet and cautious politeness—“ he really had 
not given particular attention to what was pass- 
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ing—I was negotiating with Mrs Jones for an 
additional lump of sugar to my coffee.—Egad, it 
was so difficult a piece of diplomacy,'^ he added, 
sinking his voice, that I have an idea her la¬ 
dyship calculates the West India produce by 
grains and pennyweights.'’ 

jThe inuendo, if designed to make Mowbray 
smile, was far from succeeding. He stepped for¬ 
ward with more than usual stiffness in his air, 
which was never entirely free from self-consc- 
quence, and said to Lady liinks, “ May 1 re¬ 
quest to know of your ladyship what particular 
respecting my family had the honour to engage 
tlic attention of the company 

I was only a listener, Mr Mowbray,” re¬ 
turned Lady Binks, with evident enjoyment of 
the rising indignation which she read in his 
countenance; “ not being queen of^the night, I 
am not at all disposed to be answerable for the 
turn of the conversation.” 

Mowbray, in no humour to bear jesting, yet 
afraid to expose himself by farther inquiry in a 
company so public, darted a fierce look at Lady 
Penelope, then in close conversation with Lord 
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Etherington,-^advanced a step or two towards 
them^—then, as if checking himself, turned on his 
heel, and left the room. A few minutes after¬ 
wards, and when certain satirical nods and winks 
were circulating among the assembly, a waiter 
slid a piece of paper into Mrs Jones'^s hand, who, 
on looking at the contents, seemed about to leave 
the room. 

Jones—-Jones exclaimed Lady Penelope, 

in surprise and displeasure. 

Only the key of the tea-caddie, your lady¬ 
ship,” answered Jones, I will be back in an in¬ 
stant.” 

“ Jones—Jones !” again exclaimed her mis¬ 
tress, here is enough—” of tea, she would 
have said, but Lord Etherington was so near 
her, that she was ashamed to complete the sen- 
tence, and had only hope in Jones’s quickness of 
apprehension, and the prospect that she would 
be unable to find the key which she went in 
search of. 

Jqnes, meanwliile, tripped off to a sort of 
housekeeper’s apartment, of which she was lo¬ 
cum ienens for the evening, fllr the more ready 

19 
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supply of whatever might be wanted on Lady 
Penelope’s night, as it was called. Here slic 
found Mr Mowbray of St Ronan’s, whom she 
instantly began to assail with La! now, Mr 
Mowbray, you are sucli anollier gentleman !— 
I am sure you will make me lose my place— 
I’ll swear you will—wliat can you have to say, 
tliat you could not as w ell pul off for -fin liour 
I want to know, Jones,” answered M(jwbray, 
in a different tone, perhaps, from what tlic dam¬ 
sel expected, what your lady was just now 
saying about my family.” 

“ Pshaw !—was that ail ?” ausv^^ered Mrs 
Jones. Wliat should she be >aying ?—non¬ 
sense—Who minds what she says ?—I am sure 1 
never do, for one.” 

“ Nay, but, my dear Jones,” said Mowbray, 
“ I insist upon knowing —I must know, and I 
•itill know.” 

“ La ! Mr Mowbray, why should I make mis¬ 
chief?—as I live, T hear some one coming! and 
if you were found speaking with me here—in¬ 
deed, Indeed, some one is coming !” 
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The devil^ibay come, ifhe will P said 
bray, " but we do not part, pretty^i^istress, till 
you tell me what I wish to know.'^' 


^^Lord, sir, you frighten me f''answered , 
but hll the rOom heard it as w^ll as I-2i|S ^as 
about Miss Mowbray—and that my lady mijnd 
be shy of her company hereafter—for that she^ 


was —s.hc WAS—” 

• y ^ ^ '' 

For that my sister was ivhat f” smd Mow- 
bray, fierc cly, seizing her arm. 

“ J.orcl, sir, you terrify inc, said JonesV be^ 
giiiiiiug to cry; at any rate, it was not I that''^ 


.‘aid it—It was Lady Penelope.” . 

And what was it the old, adder-tongued 
macKomau dated to say of Clara Mowbray 
Speak out plainly, and directly, or, by Ifeaven, 

y* j 

I"*!! make yoi^!” 

Hold, sir—^hold, for Code's Wkdl—you will 
break my arm,’' answered the terrified hand*^ 
maiden. 1 am sdre I know no harm^of 
Mowbray; only, my lady spoke as if 
no better than she ought to be.-*-Lord, 

A 

is some one listening to the dome 

'I 
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king ft spring out of his grasp, she hastenrd 
back to the room in wliich the company were 
assembled.^ 

"I 

Mowbray stood petrified the news be had 
heard, ignorant alike what could be the motive 
for a calumny so atrocious, and uncertain what 
he were best do to put a stop to the scandal 
To his farther confusion, he was presently con¬ 
vinced of the truth of Mrs Jones’s belief that 
they had been watched, for, as lie went to the 
door of the apartment, he was met by Mi 
Touchwood. 

What has brought you here, sir p"*' said 
Mowbray, sternly. 

Hoitie toitie,” answered the traveller, w hy, 
how came you here, if you go to that, squire ?— 
Egad, Lady Penelope is trembling for her sou¬ 
chong, so I just took a step here to save her la¬ 
dyship the trouble of looking after Mrs Jones m 
person, which, I think, might have been a worse 
interruption than mine, Mr Mowbray 

Pshaw, sir, you talk nonsense,said Mow¬ 
bray the tea-room is so infern^ly fiot, that I 
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had sat down here a moment to draw breath, 
when the young woman came in.” 

7Vnd you are going to run a\va^, now the 
old gentleman is come in,” said Touchwood— 

Come, am more your friend than you 

% 

may think.” 

“ Sir, you are intrusive—I want nothing that 
you can give me,” said Mowbray. 

That is a mistake,” answered the senior; 
‘‘ for I can supply you with what most young 
men want—money and wisdom.” , 

You will do well to keep both till they are 
wanted,” said Mowbray. 

Why, so r would, squire, only that I have 
taken something of a fancy for your family; 

li 

and they arc supposed to have wanted cash and 
good counsel for two generations, if not for 
three.” 

Sir,” said Mowbray, angrily, ‘‘ you arc too 
old either to play the buffoon, or to get buffooii^s 
payment.” ^ > 

y 

Which is like monkey's allowance, Isuppose,” 
said the traveller, ** iftore kicks than Jialfpehco 
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•^WeU"*^at least I am not young enough to 
quarrel with boys for bullying. I’ll convince you, 
however, Mr Mowbray, that I know some more 
of your affairs than ^^hat you give me credit 
foiv’^ 

It may be/’ answered Mowbray; but you 
will oblige me more by minding your own.” 

Very like; meantime, your losses to-night 
to my Lord Etlierington are Ino trifle, and no se¬ 
cret neither.” 

ti Mr Touchwood, I desire to know where you 
had your information ?” said Mowbray. 

‘‘ A matter of very little consequence compa¬ 
red to its truth or falsehood, Mr Mowbray,” an¬ 
swered the old gentleman. 

But of the last importance to me, sir,” said 
Mowbray. “ In a word, had you such inform¬ 
ation^ by or through means of Lord Ethering- 
ton ?—Answer me this single question, and then 
X shall khow better what to think on the sub¬ 
ject.” 

** Upon my honour,” said Touchwood, “ I 
had my information ilfom Lord Eiher- 



(^UAP. VIU. A TKA-PAftXr. 


ns 


liigtoij directly or iodirectly. I say thus much to 
give you satisfaction^ and I novl^axtiectyou will 
hear me with patience/' 

Forgive me, sir," interrupted Mowbray, 
one far tiler question. I understand something 
was said in disparagement of my sister just as I 
entered tlie tea-room ?" 

Hem—^hem—-hem," said Touchwood, hesi¬ 
tating. I am sorry your ears have served you 
so well—something there xcas Said lightly, some¬ 
thing that can be easily explained, I dare say 
nnd now, Mr Mowbray, let me speak a few se¬ 
rious words with you." 

“ And now, Mr Touchwood, we have no more 
to say to each other —good evening to you." 

He brushed past the old man, who in vain en¬ 
deavoured to stop him, and, hurrying to the 
stable, demanded his horse. It was ready sad¬ 
dled, and waited his orders; but even the short 
time that was necessary to bring it to the door 
of the stable was exasperating to Mowbray’s 
inipalletice. Not less exasperating was the con- 
interceding voice of Touchwood^ w^i in 
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tbnes alternately pUintive an«l snappish^ kept ou 
4 string of expoffulation^. 

Mr Mowbray, only fne words with you— 
Sir Mowbrky, you will repent this—Is this a 
iii^hlt to ride in, Mr Mowbia}- ?—My star^, 
sir, if you would but have five mmutes pa¬ 
tience I’’ 

Curses not loud but deep, nmitercd in the 
tlnoat of the impatient laud, were the only reply 
until his horse was brought out, when, staying no 
farther* ljue&tion, he spi ung into the saddle. The 
poor horse paid for the delay, which could not 
be laid *to his charge. Mowbray struck him hard 
with his bpiirs so soon^as he was in his> seat— 
the noble animal reared, bolted, and sprung foi- 
ward like a deer, over stock and stone, tlie near¬ 
est road—and we are aware it was a rougli one— 
to Shaw’s-Castle. There is a sort of instinct by 
which horses perceive the humour of ihcu iiders, 
and arc furious and impetuous, or dull and slug¬ 
gish, as if to correspond with it; and MoWbrj y 
gallant steed seemed on this Occasion to led all 
the stings of his master’s internal ferment, al- 
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though not again ui*ged with the s|>ur» The 
ostler stood listening to the*clash of the hoofs 
succeeding each other in thick and close gal* 
lop, until they died an ay m the 4 fetant wood* 
land 

“ If St 601 ^ 0 % reach home this night, with 
his neck unbroken/’ muttered the lellow, “ the 
devil must have it in keeping.” 

“ Mercy on us 1 ” said the traveller, he rides 
like a Bedouin Arab! but in the desert there 
aie neither treae to cross the load, iioi ^}eugbs, 
nor linns, nor doods, nor lords. Weil, I must 
set to woik myself, or this gear will get worse 
than tven I can mend.—Here you, ostler, let me 
liave your best pair of horses instantly to Shaws^ 
Odstle.” 

To Shaws-Castlcj sir said the man, with 
some! surprise. 

** Yes»-<lo *you not know such a place 

“ In troth, sir, siie fewcompan}? go thcie, ex¬ 
cept on the great ball day, tlifnt we have had 
time to forget the road to St 

was ber^ even now, air.” 
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“ Ay, what of that i*—he has ri(]den on to 
get supper rea(Iy--^so, turn out without loss of 
time.” 

V 

“ At your pleasure, sir,’' said the fellow, and 
called to the postilion accordingly. 
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Scdtf pott eqtittem at* a i*wrrr.————~. 

Still thouj;h the headlung cavalier, 

O'er rou{;h and Hniooth, in wild career, 

Scemfe racing witli the wind ; 

Ills sad companion,-—ghastly pale. 

And darksome as a widow’s veil. 

Care —keeps her seat bcliind. * 

Horace. 

Wei.l was It that night for Mowbiay, that he 
had always piqued himself on his horses^ and that 
the animal on which he was then mounted was as 
sure-footed and sagacious as he was mettled and 
fiery. For thos^ who observed next day tlie 
print of the hoofs on the bioken and rugged 
track through which the creature had been driven 
at full speed by his furious master, might easily 
hce, that in more than a dozen of places the horse 
and rider had been within a few inches of de¬ 
struction. One bough of a gnarled and stunted 
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oak tree^ which stretched across the road, seciii> 

ed iti particular to have opposed an almost fatal 

barrier to the horseman'’s career. In striking: his 

head against this impediment, the force of, the 

blow had been broken in some measure by a high- 
♦ , 
cro^lied hat, yet the violence of the shock was 

sufficient to shiver the branch to pieces. Poilu- 

Sitely, it was already decayed ; but, even in that 

state, it was subject of ai»tonishment to every one 

that no fatal damage had been sustained in so 

fonnidablc an encounter. Mowbray himself was 

unconscious of tJie accident. 

Scarce aware that he had been riding at an un- 

•H 

usual rate, scarce sensible that he had ridden 

faster perhaps than ever he followed the hounds, 

Mowbray alighted at his stable door, and dung 

the bndle to bis groom, who held up Ins bands 

in astonishment when he beheld the condition of 

the favounte horse; but, concluding that his 

master must be intoxicated, he prudently forbore 
* 

to make any observations. 

No sooner <^id the unfortunate traveller sus¬ 
pend that rapid motion by which, he seemed to 
wish to annihilate, as far as possibk^ iinie and 



CltAK IX. BKll V I i 


210 


spat-o, in oidoi to reach the place he had now at^ 

tainotl, than it seemed to him as if he would hove 

s^iveu the world that seas and desens had lain 

hetween him and the house of his fath^rSj well 

as tluit only sister with whom he was now about 
• ^ ^ 

to have a, decisive inteiview. 

But the place and the hour are anivcd^’^hc 
said, biting his lip with anguish ; “ this cxplana^ 
tion must be decisive; and whatever evils may 
attend it, suspense must bo ended now, at once 
and for ever,” 

lie entc icd the Castle, and took the light from 
the old doniesLic, who, hejiiing the clatter of his 
horse’s feet, had opened the door to receive 
him. 

* 

*'• I*- my sister in her parlour he asked, but 
in so hollow a voice, that the old man only an¬ 
swered the (piestion by another, Was his ho¬ 
nour well i'” 

Quite well, Patrick—never belter m my 
life,” saidMowbiay ; and, turning his back on the 
old man, if to prevent bis observing whether 
his countenance and his Words cori’osponded, he 
pursued his way to his sister’s apartment. The 
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sound of his stop iipon the passage roused (>lara 

9 

ftojin a revcricj perhaps a sad one; and she had 
trimmed her lamp, and sdrrcd her fire, so slow 
did he walk, before he at length entered her 
apartment. 

‘‘ You are a good boy, brother,” she said, 
“ to come thus early home; and I have some 
gf»od news for your reward. The groom has 
fetched hack Trimmer—He was lying by the 
dead hare, and he had chased him as far as 
Drumlyford—the shepherd had carried him to 
the shieling, till some one should claim him.” 

I would he had hanged him, with all my 
heart,” said Mowbray. 

How ?—hang Trimmer ?—yopr favourite 
Trimmer, that has beat the whole country.?—and 
it was only this morning you were half-crying 
because he^ was amissing, and like to murder 
man and mother’s son.'^ 

“ The better I like any living thing,” answer¬ 
ed Mowbray, the more reason I have for wish¬ 
ing it dead and at lest; for neither I, nor any¬ 
thing that I love, will ever be happy more.” 

“ You cannot frigh^n me, John, with these 
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flights,” answered Clara, trembling, although 
she endeavoured to look uucoiicc rned—You 
have used me to them too often.” 

‘‘ It is well for you, then; you will be ruined 
witiiout tjhc shock of surprise."” 

“ So much the better—We have been,” said 
Clara, 


*■ So constantly in poortith’s sight. 
The thoughtb on’t gie us little fright.* 


So say I with honest Robert Burns,” 

‘«D—n Burns and his trash I” said Mowbray, 
with the impatience of a man determined to be 
angry with everything but himself, who was the 
real source of the evil. 

“ And why damn poor Burns ?” said Clara, 
composedly; it is n6t his fault if you have 
not risen a winner, for that, I suppose, is the 
cause of all this uproar,^’ 

Would it not make any one lose patience,” 
said Mowbray, to hear her qiiotihg the rhap¬ 
sodies of a hobnaifd peasant, when a man is 
Speaking of the downfall of an ancient house ! 
Your ploughman, I suppose, becoming one de-^ 
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gree poorer than he was born to be, Mould only 
go 'without his dinner, or 'without his usual po¬ 
tation of ale. His comrades would cry * poor fel¬ 
low and let him cat out of their kit, and drink 
out of their bicker without scruple, tiU his own 
is full again. But the poor gentleman—the 
downfallen man "of rank—the degraded man of 
birth—the disabled and disarmed man of poMx^r ! 
—it is he that is to be pitied, who loses not merely 
drink and dinner, but honour, situation, credit, 
character, and name itself 

You are declaiming in lb's manner in order 
to terrify me,'” said Clara; but, friend John, I 
know you and your ways, and I ha\"e made up 
my mind upon all contingencies that can take 
place. I will tell you more—{ have stood on this 
tottering pinnacle of rank and fashion, if our si¬ 
tuation can be termed such, till my head is dizzy 
with the instability of my eminence ; and I feel 
that strange desire of tossing myself down, which 
the devil i# said to put into folks’ heads when 
they stand on the top of steeples—at least, I had 
rather tlie plunge were over.” 

** Be satisfied then, if that will satisfy you— 
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the plunge is over, and we are—what thc}^ used 
to call it in Scotland—gentle beggars — crea¬ 
tures to whom our second, and third, and fourth, 
and fifth cousins may, if they please, give a place 
at the sid^-table, and a seat in the carriage with 
the lady's maid, if driving backwards will not 
make us sick." 

They may give it to those who will take it," 
said Clara; but I am determined to eat bread 
of my own buying—I can do twenty things, and 
I am sure some one or other of them will bring 
me all the little money I will need. I have been 
trying, John, for several months, how little I 
can live upon, and you would laugh if you heard 
how low I have brought the account." 

“ There is a difference, Clara, between fanci¬ 
ful experiments and real poverty—the one is a 
masquerade, which we can end when we please, 
the other is wretchedness for life.” 

Methinks, brother,” replied Miss Mowbray, 
it would be better for you to set me an exam- 
pie how to carry my good resolutions into effect, 
than to ridicule them.” 

“ Why, what would you have me do ?” said 

IT 
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be, fiercely—turn postilion, or rough-rider, or 
whipper-in ?—I don’tknow anything else that my 
education, as I have used it, has fitted me for— 
and then some of my old acquaintances would, I 
dare say, give me a crown to drink now and then 
for old acquaintance sake,” 

This is not the way, John, that men of 
sense think or speak of serious misfortunes,**’ an¬ 
swered his sister; and I do not believe that this 
is so serious as it is your pleasure to make it.” 

Believe the very worst you can think,” re¬ 
plied he, ‘‘andyou will not believe bad enough ! 
—You have neither a guinea, nor a house, nor a 
friend ;-r-pass but a day, and it is a chance that 
you will not have a brother.” 

“ My dear John, you have drunk hard—rode 
hard.” 

“ Yes—sucli tidings deserved to be carried 
express, especially to a young lady who receives 
them so well,” answered Mowbray, bitterly. “ I 
suppose, now, it will make no impression, if I 
were to tell you that you have^it in your power 
to stop all this ruin P’’ 

“ ]l^ consummating my own, I suppose— 

16 
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lirotlicr, } said couUl not make me tremble, 
f)ul \tm liavr* luiuul a way to do it.'* 

“ \\'l)al, }oii expec' I am a<rani to urej'e you 
'i. ills jA>rd jO(lK‘niii;-tojr.>eourtsliip?—That nii^id 
h ive ScOo'd ail, Imleed—lUit that day ol\£^raee is 
• ^cr. 

I am p;lad of it, with all my spirit,'” said 
('lava; “may it take with it all that we can 
^iuarrd about !—Ibif till thLs in^ilant, I thought 
it \va.-> h>r tills v».ry point that this Jong voyage 
v>4is l)ou»id, and that you \\erc endeavouring to 
persuade me of the reality of the danger of tlie 
4 orm, in order to rtconcile me to the harbour/'’ 

“ Vou are iiiatl, I tliink, in earnest/" said 
]Mo\d>iMV ; “ can \(»ii really be .so absurd as to 
1 vjoiee you have no \v4iy leJl to relieve yourseli 
and me from ruin, want, ami .sliame 

“ From shaim‘, brotiier P"” said Clara» “ No 
sJiamc in lionest poverty, I hope/" 

“ Tiiat is according as folk.s have used their 
prosperity ( lara.—I must speak to the point.— 
There arc strange repf‘r^s going biOow—By Hea¬ 
ven ! tiiey are enough to disturb tlic ashes of 
the dead ! Were I to mention them, I should ex- 
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pect our jx>or mother to enter the room.—Clara 
Mowbray, can you guebs what I mean 

It was with the utmost exertion, yet in a faul- 
tering voice, that she was able, after an ineffec¬ 
tual effort, to utter the monosyllable, JVo r 

“ By Heaven ! I am ashamed—I am even 
afraid to express my own meaning! — Clara, what 
is there wJiicIi makes you so obstinately reject 
every proposal of marriage ?—Is it that you feel 
yourself unworthy to be the wife of an honest 
man ?—Speak out!—K vil Fame has been busy with 
your reputation—Speak out!—Give me the right 
to cram their lies down the tliroats of the inven¬ 
tors, and when I go among them to-morrow, I 
shall know' how to treat those who cast reflec¬ 
tions on you ! The fortunes of our house are 

ruined, but no tongue shall slander its honour_ 

Speak—speak, wretched girl I w’hy arc you si¬ 
lent r 

‘‘ Stay at home, brother,” said Clara; “ stay 
at home, if you regard our liouse’s honour— 
murder cannot mend misery—Stay at home, and 
let them talk of me as they will,—they cannot say 
worse than I deserve !” 
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I’he pa'=i')ions of Mowbrny, at all times unt>,o- 
vcriiably slronpr, were at prc^cait inflamed by wine, 
by his rapid jouriiey, and tlie previously disturbed 
state of Jiis mind. lie set Ins teeth, clenclicd bis 
liands, looked on the pjround^ as one that forms 
some horrid resolution, and muttered almost un- 
intellitribly, “ It were charity to kill lier."” 

“ Oil i no—no—no !” exclaimed the terrified 
oirl, tlirowino' herself at liis feet; “ Do not kill me, 
brother. I have wished for death—thouf^ht of 
dcatli—prayed ibr death—but, oh ! it is fright¬ 
ful to think that lie is near—Oh ! not a bloody 
death, biothtr, nor by your hand I” 

SShe held him close by the Kne(‘s as she spoke, 

and expressed, in licr looks and accents, the iit- 

» 

most terror. It was not, indeed, without rea¬ 
son ; for the extreme solitude of the jjiacc, ilie 
lateness of the hour, the violcnl and inflamed 
passions of her brother, and the desperate cii- 
ciimstances to which he had reduced himself, 
seemed all lo ^’oneur to render some horrid act 
of violence not an improbable termination of this 
strange interview. 

Mowbray folded his arms, without unclench- 
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ing his hands, or raising his head, while his sis¬ 
ter continuc’d on the floor, clasping him round 
the knees with all her strength, and begging pi¬ 
teously for her life and for mercy. 

Fool!” he said, at last, let me go !•—Who 
cares for thy worlhless life ?—who cares if thou 
live or die ? I^ivo, if thou canst—and be the hate 
and scorn of ever}' one else, as much as thou art 
mine!” 

Pie grasped her by the shoulder, with one 
hand pushed her from liim ; and, as she arose 
from the floor, and again pressed to tlirow her 
arms around his neck, he repulsed her with his 
arm and hand, with a push—or blow—it might 
be termed eithcrone or theother,—violent cnougl], 
in her weak state, to have again extended her on 
the ground, had not a chair received her as she 
fell. He looked at her witli ferocity, grappled 
a moment in liis pocket; then ran to the win¬ 
dow, and throwing the sash violently up, thrust 
himself as far as he could witliout falling, into 
the open air. Terrified, and yet her feelings of 
his unkindness predominating even above her 
fears, Clara continued to exclaim, ‘‘ Oh, bn^- 
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tlirr, you (iicl not moan this* I —Oh, say you 
flicl not moan to strike me!—Oh, whatever I 
have deserved, be not you the executioner!—It 
is not manly—it is not natural—there are but 
i\\ o ol“ us in the world T’ 

lie returned no answQr; and, observing that he 
continued to stretch himself from the window, 
wliich was in the second story of the building, 
and ov^erlooked the court, a new cause of appre- 
liension mingled, in some measure, with her 
personal fears. Timidly, and with streaming 
eyes and uplifted hands, she approached lier 
angry brother, and fearfully, yet lirmly, seized 
the skirt of his coat, as if anxious to preserve 
liim from the eficcts of that despair, which so 
lately seemed turned against lier,and now against 
himself. 

He felt the pressure of her hold, and drawing 
himself angrily back, asked her sternly what she 
wanted. 

Nothing,” she said, quitting her hold of his 
coat; but what—tvhat did he look after so 
anxiously 

‘‘ After the devil I’’ he answered, fiercely; then 
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drawing in his head, and taking lior hand, “ By 
my soul, Clara—it is true, if ever there was 
truth in such a talc !—He stood by me just now, 
and urged me to murtherthee !—What else could 
have put iny hunung-knif’e into my thought.^— 
Ay, by God, and into my very hand—a^t such a 
moment ?—Yonder I could almost fancy I see 
him dy, the wood, and the rock, and the water, 
gleaming back the dark-red furnace-light, that 
is shed on them by liis dragon wings ! By my 
soul, I can hardly suppose it fancy 1 —I can 
hardly tliink but that I was under the influence 
of an evil spirit—under an act of flendisli pos¬ 
session! But gone as he is, gone let him be— 
and thou, too ready implement of evil, be thou 
gone after him !” He drew from his pocket his 
right hand, wliich bad all this lime held his 
luinting-knl^e, and threw the implement into the 
court-yard as he spoke; then, wilh a mournful 
quietness and solemnity of nianiu r, shut the Avin- 
dow^, and led his sister by the hand to her usual 
seat, which her tottering steps scarce cabled her 
to reach. Clara,” he said, after a pause of iiiouni- 
ful silence, we must think what is to be done. 
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’without passion or \ ioltiicc—there may be somc- 
thii)g for us in the dice yet, if we do not throw 
away our game. A blot is never a blot till it is hit 
—dishonour concealed, is not dislionour in some 
respects.—Dost thou attend to me, wretched girl 
he said, suddenly and sternly raising his voice. 

“Yes, brother—yes indeed, brother,"” she has¬ 
tily replied, terrilied even by delay again to awa¬ 
ken his ferocious and ungovernable temper. 

“ Thus it must be, then,'’*' he said. “ You must 
marry lliis Jithcrington—there is no lielp for it, 
Clara—You cannot complain of what your own 
vice and folly have rendered inevitable.’* 

But, brother—” said the trembling girl. 

“ Be silent. I know all that you would say. 
You love him not, you Avould say. I love him 
not, no more than you. Nay, what is more, 
he loves you not—if he did, I might scruple to 
give you to him, you being such as you have 
owned yourself. But you shall wed him out of 
hate, Clara—or for the interest of your family— 
or for what reason ynu will—But wed him you 
shall and must.” 

“ Brother—dearest brother—one single word!” 
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“ Not of rofuhiil or ex)X‘stnlation-— tl»at lin^o 
is gone by,” said her brother. “ When I be¬ 
lieved thee what I tliought thee this morning, I 
might advise yoti, but I could not compel. Bui, 
since the honour of our family has been disgra¬ 
ced by your means, it is but just, that, if pos¬ 
sible, its disgrace should be hidden ; and it 
shall,—ay, if selling you for a slave would tend 
to conceal it 

You do worse—you do worse by me ! A slave 
in an open market may be bought by a kind mas¬ 
ter—you do not give me that chance—you wed 
me to one w’ho- 

Fear him not, nor the worst that he can do, 
Clara,” said her brother. “ 1 know on what 
terms he marries; and, being once more your 
brother, as your obedience in this matter will 
make me, he had better tear bis Hesli from bis 
bones wdth his own teeth, than do thee any dis¬ 
pleasure ! By Heaven, I hate him so much—for 
he has outreached me everyway—that methinks 
it is some consolation that he will not receive in 
thccthc excellent creature I thought tliec !—Fall¬ 
en as thou art, ihdu art still too good for him.” 
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Jincouragctl by the mure gentle and almost 
affectionate tone in which her brother spoke, Cla¬ 
ra could not help saying, although almost in a 
whisper, I trust it will not be so—I trust ho 
will consider Ids own condition, honour, and hap¬ 
piness, better than to share it with me.” 

jLct liim utter such a scruple if he dares,” 
said Mowbray—“ Ikit he dares not hesitate—he 
knows that the instant lie recedes from address¬ 
ing you, he signs his own death-warrant or mine, 
or perhaps that of both; and his views, too, arc 
of a kind tliat will not be relinquished on a point 
of scrupulous delicacy merely. Therefore, Clara, 
nourish no such thought in your hcai t as that 
there is the least possibility of your escaping such 
a marriage ! The match is booked-—Swear you 
will not hesitate.” 

I will not,” she said, almost breathlessly, ter¬ 
rified lest he was about to start once more into 
the fit of unbridled fury wliich bad before seized 
on him. 

Do not even whisper or hint an objection, 
but submit to your fate, for it is inevitable.” 

^ I will—submit—answered Clara, in the 
same trembling accent. 
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“ And I,’’ he said ^ ““will bjiarc you—at least 
at ] 3 resent—and it maj'^ be for ever—-all inquiry 
into the guilt which 3^ou have confessed. Ru¬ 
mours there were of misconduct, which reached 
my ears even in England; but who could have 
believed them that looked on you daily, and wit¬ 
nessed 3^oiir late course of life?—On this subject 
I will be at present silent—perhaps may not 
again touch on it—that is, if you Jo nothing to 
thwart my pleasure, or to avoid the fate which 
circumstances render unavoidable.—And now it 
is late—retire, Clara, to your bed—think on what 
I have said as what necessity has determined, 
and not my selfish pleasure.*"* 

lie held out his hand, and slic placed, hut not 
without reluctant terror, her trembling palm in 
Ins. In this manner, and with a sort of mourn¬ 
ful solemnity, as if they liad been in attendance 
upon a funeral, he handed his sister through a 
gallery hung with oid/amily pictures, at the end 
of which was Clara's bcd-cliainber. , The moon, 
wliich at tins moment looked out through a himc 
volume of mustering clouds that had long been 
boding storm, fell on the two last descendants of 
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that ancient family, as they glided hand ia hand, 
more like tlic ghosts of the deceased than like 
Jiving persons, through tlic hall and amongst the 
portraits of their forefathers. The same thoughts 
were in the breasts of both, but neither attempt¬ 
ed to say, while they cast a flitting glance on the 
pallid and decayed representations, How little 
did these anticipate this catastrophe of their 
house At the door of the bed-room Mowbray 
quitted bis sister’s hand, and said, Clara, you 
should lo-niglit tliank God, that saved you from 
a great danger, and me from a deadly sin.” 

I will,” she answered—“ I will.” And, as 
if her terror bad been anew excited by this allu¬ 
sion to wiiat bad passed, slic bid her brother 
ha&tiJy good night, and was no sooner within her 
apartment, than he iieard her turn the key in 
the lock, and draw two bolts besides. 

‘‘ I understand yon, Clara,” muttered Mow¬ 
bray between his teci h, as he heard one bar drawn 
after another. Ihit, if you could earth your¬ 
self under Ben Ne\ is, you could not escape what 
fate has destined for you.—Yes he said to him¬ 
self, t^s he walked with slow and moody pace 
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the Diooi'lig'ht gallery, lincertaiii vvh.e- 
ther to return to the parlour, or to retire to his 
solitary cliamber,^ '«vhen his attention was roused 

•Vg. 

by a noise in the court-yard. 

The night was not indeed lar advanced, hut it 
had been so long since Shaws-Castlc received a 
guest, that, had IMovrbray not heard the rolling 
of wheels in the court-yard, lie might have 
tlioufjht rather of housebreakers than of visitors. 
But, as tlic sound of a carriage and horses was 
distinctly heard, it instantly occurred to him, that 
the guest must be Lord Ethcrington, come, even 
at this late hour, to speak with him on the reports 
which were current to his sister’s prejudice, and 
perhaps to declare his addresses to her were at an 
end. Eager to know the worst, and to bring mat¬ 
ters to a decision, he re-entered the apartment he 
had just left, where the liglits were still burning, 
and, calling loudly to Patrick, whom he heard 
in communing with the postilion, commanded 
him to shew the visitor to Miss Mowbray’s par^ 
lour. It was not the light step of the young no¬ 
bleman which came tramping, or ratlier stamp¬ 
ing, through the long ])assagc, and up the two or 
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t]ir(?e -stops at tlie end of it. Neillicr was it I^ord 
Ktljevington’s piviceful fi^jurc which was scon 
when tfsG door cjpened, but the stout scpiarc sub- 
•^tanco of Mr PercEtrinc Toilchwood. 
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Claim’d kindred there, and lud his claims allow’d. 

Da^t I Led Vdla^r. 


SxARTiNa at the unexpected and iindcsired 
apparition which presented itself, in manner de¬ 
scribed at tlie end of the last cliapter, Mow¬ 
bray yet felt, at the same time, a kind of relief, 
that his meeting with Lord Etherington, pain¬ 
fully decisive as that meeting must be, was for 
a time suspended. So it was with a mixture of 
peevislmess and internal satisfaction, that he de¬ 
manded what had procured him the honour of a 
visit from Mr Touchwood at this late hour. 

‘‘ Necessity, that makes the old wife trot,” re¬ 
plied Touchwood ; ‘^no choice of mine, I assure 
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you—Gad, Mr IMowbray, I would ratlicr have 
crossed Saint Gotbard, than run tlie risk I liave 
done to-niobt, rumbling through your break¬ 
neck roads in that damned old wheel-barrow.— 
On Mord, I believe I must be troublesome 
to v'our butlcT for a draught of somethino-—I 

J O O 

am as thirsty as a coal-heavcr that is working by 
tb(* piece. Von liave porter, I suppose, or good 
old Scotch Iwo-penny ?” 

With a secret execration on his visitor’s ef¬ 
frontery, IVIr iNIowbray ordered the servant to 
put down wine and water, of wdiieh 'J’ouchwood 
mixed a goblet full, and drank it off. 

“ We arc a small family,” said bis entertain¬ 
er; “ and T am seldom at home—still more sel¬ 
dom receive guests, when I chance to be liere— 
I am sorry I have no malt liquor, if you prefer 
it.” 

“ Prefer itsaid Touchwood, compounding, 
however, another glass of sherry and water, and 
addimr a larffc piece of susjar, to correct the 
hoarseness vvlh( h, he observed, his night journey 
might bring on,—to he sure I prel’er it, and so 
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does everybody, excepting Frenchmen and dan¬ 
dies.—No offence, Mr Mowbray, but you should 
order a hogshead from Meux—the brown-stout, 
wired down for exportation to the colonies, keeps 
for any length of time, and in every climate—I 
have drank it where it must have cost a guinea 
a quart, if interest had been couiited.” 

When I expect the honour of a visit from 
you, Mr Touchwood, I will endeavour to be 
better provided,” answered Mowbray ; at pre¬ 
sent your arrival lias been without notice, and I 
Avould be glad to know if it has any particular 
object.” 

That is what I call coming to the point,” 
said Mr Touchwood, thrusting out his stout 
legs, accoutred as they were with the ancient 
defences, called boot-hose, so as to rest his heels 
upon the fender. Upon my life, the fire turns 
the best flower in the garden at this season of 
the year—I’ll take the freedom to throw on a 
log.—Is it not a strange thing, by the by, that 
one never sees a faggot in Scotland? You have 
much small wood, Mr Mowbray, I wonder you 
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do not get some fellow from the midland coun¬ 
ties, to teach your people how to make a fag¬ 
got.” 

Did you come all the way to Shaws-Castle,” 
asked Mowbray, rather testily, to instruct me 
in the mystery of faggot-making ?” 

“ Not exactly—not exactly,” answered the 
undaunted Touchwood ; but there is a right 
and a wrong way in everything—-a word by the 
wav, on any useful subject, can never fill amiss. 
—As foi my immediate and more pressing busi¬ 
ness, I can assure you, that it is of a nature 
sufficiently urgent, since it brings me to a house 
in which I am much surprised to find myself.” 

The surprise is mutual, sir,” said Mowbray, 
gravely, observing that his guest made a pause; 
“ it is fidl time you should explain it.” 

Well, then,” replied Touchwood; I must 
first ask you whether you have never heard of a 
certain old gentleman, called Scroggie, who took 
it into what he called his head, poor man, to be 
ashamed of the name he bore, though owned by 
many honest and respectable men, and chose to 

VOL. III. d 



24-2 


niAP, X. 


A ItKLATIVl.. 


join it to your surname of Mowbray, as having 
a more chivalrous Norman sounding, and, in a 
word^ a gentleman-like twang with it 

** I have heard of such a person, though only 
lately,’’ said Mowbray. ‘‘ Reginald Scroggie 
Mowbray was his name. I have reason to con¬ 
sider his alliance with my family as undoubted, 
though you seem to mention it with a sneer, sir, 
I believe Mr S. Mowbray regulated his family 
settlements very much upon the idea that his 
heir was to intermarry with our house.” 

** True, true, Mr Mowbray,” answered Touch- 
wood ; and certainly it is not your business t<; 
lay the axe to the root of the genealogical tree, 
that is like to bear golden apples for you.— 
Ha!” 

“ Well, well, sir—proceed—proceed,” answer¬ 
ed Mowbray. 

You may also have heard that this old gen¬ 
tleman had a son, who would willingly have cut 
up the said family-tree into faggots; who thought 
Scroggie sounded as well as Mowbray, and had 
no fancy for an imaginary gentility, which was 
to be attained by the change of one’s natural 
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name, and the disowning, as it were? of one’s ac¬ 
tual relations.” 

I think I have heard from Lord Ethering- 
ton,” answered Mowbray, “ to whose communi¬ 
cations I owe most of my knowledge about these 
Scroggie people, that old Mr Scroggie Mowbray 
was unfortunate in a son, who thwarted his fa¬ 
ther on every occasion,—would embrace no op¬ 
portunity which fortunate chances held out, of 
raising and distinguishing tlic family,—had imbi¬ 
bed low tastes, wandering habits, and singular 
objects of pursuit,—on account of which his fa- 
tlier disinherited him.” 

It is very true, Mr Mowbray,” proceeded 
Touchwood, “ that this person did happen to fall 
under his Fathcr'’s displeasure, because he scorn¬ 
ed forms and flummery,—loved better to make 
money as an honest merchant, than to throw it 
away as an idle gentleman,—never called a coach 
when walking on foot would serve the turn,— 
and liked the Royal Exchange better than St 
James’s Park, In short, his father disinherited 
him, because he had the qualities for doubling 
ilie estate, rather than those for squandering it.” 
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“ All this may be very true, Mr Touchwood,” 
replied Mowbray; “ but pray, what has this 
Mr Scroggie, junior, to do with you or me 

Do with you or me !” said Touchwood, as 
if surprised at the question ; “he has a great 
deal to do with me at least, since I am the very 
man myself.” 

“ The devil you are !” said Mowbray, open¬ 
ing wide his eyes in turn ; “ Why, Mr A—a— 
your name is Touchwood—P. Touchwood— 
Paul, I suppose, or Peter—I read it so in the 
subscription book at the Well.” 

“ Peregrine, sir. Peregrine—my mother would 
have me so christened, because Peregrine Pickle 
came out during her confinement; and my poor 
foolish father acquiesced, because he thought it 
genteel. I don’t like it, and I always write P. 
short, and you might have remarked an S. also 
before the surname—I use at present P. S. 
Touchwood. 1 had an old acquaintance in the 
city, who loved his jest—He always called me 
Postscript Touchwood.” 

“ Then, sir,” said Mowbray, “ if you are 
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really Mr Scroggie, tout courts I must suppose 
the name of Touchwood is assumed 

“ Wliat the devil !'*'* replied Mr P. S. Touch- 
wood, “ do you suppose there is no name in the 
English nation will couple up legitimately with 
my paternal name of Scroggie, except your own, 
Mr Mowbray ?—I assure you I got the name of, 
Toucliw^ood, and a pretty spell of money along 
with it, from an old godfather, who admired my 
spirit in sticking by commerce/’ 

“ Well, sir, every one has his taste—Many 
would have thought it better to enjoy a heredi¬ 
tary estate, by keeping your father’s name of 
Mowbray, than to have gained another by assu¬ 
ming a stranger’s name of Touchwood.” 

“ Who told vou Mr Touchwood was a stran- 
ger to me ?” said the traveller; for aught I 
know, he had a better title to the duties of a son 
from me, than the poor old man who made such 
a fool of himself, by trying to turn gentleman in 
his old age. He was my grandfather’s partner in 
tlie great firm of T ouch wood, Scroggie, and Co. 
—Let me tell yon, there is as good inheritance 
in house as in field—a man’s partners arc his fa- 
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thers and brothers, and a head clerk may be 
likened to a kind of first cousin.” 

I meant no oflTence whatever, Mr Touch- 
wood Scroggie.” 

“ Scroggie Touchwood, if you please,” said 
the senior ; the scrog branch first, for it must 
become rotten ere it become touchwood—ha, ha, 
ha !—^you take me.” 

A singular old fellow this,” said Mowbray to 
himself, and speaks in all the dignity of dollars; 
but I will be civil to him, till I can see what he 
is driving at.—You are facetious, Mr Touch- 
wood,” he proceeded aloud. I was only going 
to say, that although you set no value upon your 
connection with my family, yet I cannot forget 
that such a circumstance exists; and therefore I 
bid you heartily welcome to Shaws-Castle.” 

“ Thank ye, tliank ye, Mr Mowbray—I 
knew you would see the thing right. To tell 
you the truth, I should not have cared much to 
COLIC a-begging for your acquaintance and cou- 
sinship, and so forth ; but that 1 thought you 
would be more tractable in your adversity, than 
was your father in his prosperity.” 
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“ Did you know my father, sir P"” said Mow¬ 
bray. 

Ay, ay—I came once down here, and was 
introduced to him—saw your sister and you 
when you were children—^had thoughts of ma¬ 
king my will then, and should have clapped you 
both in before I set out to double Cape Horn. 
But, gad, I wish my poor father had seen the 
reception I got 1 I did not let the old gentleman, 
Mr Mowbray of St Ronan’s that was then, 
smoke my money-bags—that might have made 
him more tractable—not but that we went on 
indifferent well for a day or two, till I got a hint 
that my room was wanted, for the Duke of De¬ 
vil knows what was expected, and my bed was to 
serve his valet-dc-charnbfe.—‘ Oh, damn all gen¬ 
tle cousins !' said I, and off* I set on the pad 
round the world again, and thought no more of 
the Mowbrays till a year or so ago.” 

And, pray, what recalled us to your recol¬ 
lection 

Why,” said Touchwood, I was settled for 
some time at Smyrna, (for I turn the penny go 
where I will*—I have done a little business even 
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since I came here.)—But being at Smyrna, as I 
said, I became acquainted with Francis Tyrrel.”” 

“ The natural brother of Lord Etherington,” 
said Mowbray. 

“Ay, SO called,”” answered Touchwood ; “ but 
by and by he is more like to prove the Earl of 
Etherington himself, and t’other fine fellow the 
bastard.” 

The devil he is !—You surprise me, Mr 
Touchwood.” 

“ I thought I should—I thought I should— 
Faith, I am sometimes surprised myself at the 
turn things take in this world. But the thing is 
not the less certain—the proofs are lying in the 
strong chest of our house at London, deposited 
there by the old Earl, who repented of his ro¬ 
guery to Miss Martigny long before he died, but 
had not courage enough to do his legitimate son 
justice till the sexton had housed him.” 

Good Heaven, sir 1” said Mow'bray; and 
did you know all this while, that I was about to 
bestow the only sister of my house upon an im¬ 
postor ?” 

What was my business with that, Mr Mow^ 
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bray ?” replied Touchwood ; “ you would have 
been very angry had any one susj>ected you of 
not being sharp enough to look out for yourself 
and your sister both. Besides, Lord Ethering- 
ton, bad enough as he may be in other respects, 
was, till very lately, no impostor, or an innocent 
one, for he only occupied the situation in which 
his father had placed him. And, indeed, when 
I understood, upon coming to England, that he 
was gone down here, and, as I conjectured, to 
pay his addresses to your sister, to say truth, I 
did not see he could do better. Here was a 
poor fellow that was about to cease to be a lord 
and a wealthy man ; was it not very reasonable 
that he should make the most of his dignity 
while he had it ? and if, by marrying a pretty 
girl while in possession of his title, he could get 
possession of the good estate of NettIcv\rood, why, 
I could see nothing in it but a very pretty way 
of breaking his fall.” 

“ Very pretty for him, indeed, and very con¬ 
venient too,” said Mowbray ; “ but pray, sir, 
what was to become of the honour of my fa¬ 
mily 
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Why, what was the honour of your family 
to me ?” said Touchwood ; “ unless it was to re¬ 
commend your family to my care, that I was dis¬ 
inherited on account of it. And if this Ethering- 
ton or Bulmer had been a good fellow, I would 
have seen all the Mowbrays that ever wore broad 
cloth at Jericho, before I interfered.” 

‘‘ I am really much indebted to your kindness,” 
said Mowbray, angrily. 

More than you are aware of,” answered 
Touchwood; ‘^for though I thought this Bulmer, 
even when declared illegitimate, might be a rea¬ 
sonable good match for your sister, considering 
the estate which was to accompany the union of 
their hands; yet now I have discovered liim 
to be a scoundrel—every way a scoundrel, I 
would not wish any decent girl to marry him, 
were they to get all Yorkshire, instead of Net- 
tlewood. So I have come to put you right.” 

The strangeness of the news which Touch¬ 
wood so bluntly communicated, made Mowbray’s 
head turn round like that of a man who grows 
dizzy at finding himself on the verge of a preci¬ 
pice. Touchwood observed his consternation. 
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which he willingly construed into an acknow¬ 
ledgment of his own brilliant genius. 

Take a glass of wine, Mr Mowbray,” he 
said, complacently ; “ take a glass of old sherry 
—nothing like it for clearing the ideas—and do 
not be afrmd of me, though J come thus sudden¬ 
ly upon you with such surprising tidings—you 
will find me a plain, simple, ordinary man, that 
have my faults and my blunders, like other 
people. I acknowledge that much travel and 
experience have made me sometimes play the 
busy body, because I find I can do things better 
than other.people, and I love to see folks stare 
—it’s a way I have got. Bui, after all, 1 am 
im bon diablCy as the Frenchman says; and 
here I have come four or five hundred miles to 
lie quiet among you all, and put all your little 
matters to rights, just when you think they are 
most desperate.” 

I thank you for your good intentions,” said 
Mowbray; ‘‘but I must needs say, that they 
would have been more effectual had you been 
less cunning in ray behalf, and frankly told me 
what you knew of Lord Etherington; as it is, 
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the matter has gone fearfully far. I have pro¬ 
mised him my sister—I have laid myself under 
personal obligations to him—and there arc other 
reasons why I fear I must keep my word to this 
man, carl or no earl.” 

“ What !” exclaimed Touchwood ; would 
you give up your sister to a worthless rascal, 
who is capable of robbing the post-office, and 
of murdering his brother, because you have lost 
a trifle of money to him Are you to let him 
gooff triumphantly, because he is a gamester as 
well as a cheat.?—You are a pretty fellow, Mr 
Mowbray of* St Honan’s—you are one of the 
happy sheep that go out for wool, and come 
home shorn. Egad, you think yourself a mill¬ 
stone, and turn out a sack of grain—You flew 
abroad a liawk, and liavc come home a pigeon 
—You snarled at the Philistines, and they have 
drawn 5*011 r eye-teeth with a vengeance !” 

This is all very witty, Mr Touchwood,” re- 
plied Mowbray ; ‘‘ but wit will not pay this man 
Etherington, or whatever he \s, so many hun¬ 
dreds as 1 have lost to him.” 

Why, then, wisdom must do what wit can- 



CHAP. X. A IIELATIVE. 


S55 


not,” said old Touchwood; “ I must advance 

for you, that is all. Look ye, sir, I do not go 

afoot for nothing—if I have laboured, I have 

reaped—and, like the fellow in the old play, * I 

have enough, and can maintain my humour’—^it 
% 

is not a fbw hundreds or thousands either can 
stand betwixt old P. S. Touchwood and his pur¬ 
pose ; and my present purpose is to make you, 
Mr Mowbray of St Ronan’s, a free man of the 
forest.—You still look grave on it, young man? 
—Why, I trust you are not such an ass as to 
think your dignity offended, because the plebeian 
Scroggie comes to the assistance of the terribly 
great and old house of Mowbray 

“ I am indeed not such a fool,” answered 
Mowbray, with his eyes still bent on the ground, 
‘‘ to reject assistance that comes to me like a rope 
to a drowning man—but there is a circumstance 

-” he stopped short, and drank a glass of 

wine—“a circumstance to which it is most painful 
to me to allude—but you seem my friend—and I 
cannot intimate to you more strongly my belief 
in your professions of regard than by saying, 
that the language held by Lady Penelope Pen- 
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feather on my sifter's account, renders it highly 
proper that she were settled in life; and I cannot 
but fear, that the breaking off this affair with the 
man might be of great prejudice to her at this 

moment. They will have Nettlewood, and they 

* 

may live separate—^he has oflered to make settle, 
ments to that effect, even on the very day of 
marriage. Her condition as a married woman 
will put her above scandal, and above necessity, 
from which I am sorry to say I cannot hope long 
to preserve her." 

“ For shame !—for shame !—for shame !" said 
Touchwood, accumulating his words thicker than 
usual on each other ; would you sell your own 
flesh and blood to a man like this Bulmer, whose 
character is now laid before you, merely because 
a disappointed old maid speaks scandal of her P 
A fine veneration you pay to the honoured name 
of Mowbray! If my poor, old, simple father had 
known what the owners of these two grand syl¬ 
lables could have stooped to do for merely insu¬ 
ring subsistence, he would thought as little of the 
noble Mowbrays as of the humble Scroggies. 
And, 1 • dare say, the young lady is just such 
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another—eager to get married—no matter iu 
whom.” 

Excuse me, Mr Touchwood,” answered 
Mowbray ; my sister entertains sentiments so 
very different from what you ascribe to her, that 
she and I* parted on the most unpleasant terms, 
in consequence of my pressing this man's suit 
upon her. God knows, that I only did so, be- 
cause I saw no other outlet from this most un¬ 
pleasant dilemma. But, since you are willing to 
interfere, sir, and aid me to disentangle these 
complicated matters, which have, I own, been 
made worse by my own rashness, I am ready to 
throw the matter completely into your hands, 
just as if you were my father arisen from the 
dead. Nevertheless, I must needs express my 
surprise at tlie extent of your intelligence in these 
affairs.” 

You speak very sensibly, young man,” said 
the traveller; and as for my intelligence, I 
have for some time known the dnesses of this 
Master Bulmer as perfectly as if I had been at 
his elbow when he was playing all his dog's 
tricks with this family. You would hardly sus- 
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pect now,” he continued, in a confidential tone, 
that what you were so desirous a while ago 
should take place, has in some sense actually 
happened, and that the marriage ceremony has 
really passed betwixt your sister and this pre¬ 
tended Lord Etherington ?” 

Have a care, sir!” said Mowbray, fiercely ; 
do not abuse my candour—this is no place, 
time, or subject for impertinent jesting.” 

“ As I live by bread, I am serious,” said 
Touchwood ; Mr Cargill performed the cere¬ 
mony; and there are two living witnesses who 
heard them say the words, ‘ I, Clara, take you, 
Francis,’ or whatever the Scottish church puts in 
place of that mystical formula.” 

“ It is impossible,” said Mowbray; “ Cargill 
dared not have done such a thing—a clandestine 
proceeding, such as you speak of, would have 
cost him his living. I’ll bet my soul against a 
horse-shoe, it is all an imposition ; and you come 
to disturb me, sir, amid my family distress, with 
legends that have no more truth in them than 
the Alkoran.” 

There are some true things in the Alkoran, 

11 
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(or rather, the Koran, for the A1 is merely the 
article prefixed,) but let that pass—I will raise 
your wonder higher before I am done. It is very 
true, that your sister was indeed joined in mar¬ 
riage with this same Bulmer, that calls himself 
by the title eff Etherington; but it is just as true, 
that the marriage is not worth a maravedi, for she 
believed him at the time to be another person— 
to be, in a word, Francis Tyrrel, who is actually 
what the other pretends to be, a nobleman of 
fortune.” 

I cannot understand one word of all this,” 
said Mowbray. I must to my sister instantly, 
and demand of her if there be any reat founda¬ 
tion for these wonderful averments.” 

Do not go,” said Touchwood, detaining 
him, you shall have a full explanation from 
me ; and, to comfort you under your perplexity, 
I can assure you that Cargill’s consent to cele¬ 
brate the nuptials, was only obtained by an as¬ 
persion tlirown on your sister’s chai'acter, which 
induced him to believe, that speedy marriage 
would be the sole means of saving her reputa¬ 
tion ; and I am convinced in my own mind it is 

VOL. III. R 
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only the revival of this report which has fur- 
nislied the foundation of Lady Penelope’s chat¬ 
tering.” 

If I could think so”—said Mowbray, ** if I 
oould but think this is truth—and it seems to ex¬ 
plain, in some degree, my sister’s mysterious con¬ 
duct—if 1 could but think it true, 1 should fall 
down and worship you as an angel from heaven!” 

A proper sort of angel,” said Touchwood, 
looking modestly down on his short, sturdy sup¬ 
porters—^^ Did you ever hear of an angel in boot- 
hose ? Or, do you suppose angels are sent to wait 
on broken-down horse-jockeys ?” 

“ Call me what you will, Mr Touchwood; 
only, make out your story true, and ray sister 
innocent!” 

« Very well spoken, sir,” answered the Se¬ 
nior, very well spoken ! But then I understand 
you are to be guided by my prudence and expe¬ 
rience ? None of your G— damme doings, sir— 
your duels or your drubbings. Let me manage 
the affair for you, and I will bring you through 
with a flowing sail.” 

** Sir, I must feel as a gentleman,” said Mow¬ 
bray. 



CHAP, X. A UPILATIVE. 259 

Feel as a fool/' said Touchwood, for that 
is the true case. Nothing would please this Bul- 
mer better than to fight through his rogueries— 
he knows very well, that he who can slit a pis¬ 
tol-ball on the edge of a penknife, will always 
preserve some*bort of reputation amidst his scoun- 
drelism—but I shall take core to stop that hole. 
Sit down—^be a man of sense, and listen to the 
whole of this strange story." 

Mowbray sat down accordingly; and Touch- 
wood, in his own way, and with many character¬ 
istic interjectional remarks, gave him an account 
of the early loves of Clara and Tyrrel—of the 
reasons which induced Bulmer at first to encou¬ 
rage their correspondence, in hopes that his bro¬ 
ther would, by a clandestine marriage, altogether 
ruin himself with his father—of the change which 
took place in his views when he perceived the 
importance annexed by the old Earl to the union 
of Miss Mowbray with his apparent heir—of the 
desperate stratagem which he endeavoured to 
play off', by substituting himself in the room of 
his brotlier—and all the consequences, whicii it 
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is unnecessary to resume here, as they are detail¬ 
ed at length by the perpetrator himself, iu his 
correspondence with Captain Jekyl. 

When the whole communication was ended* 
Mowbray, almost stupified by the wonders he 
had heard, remained for some tiilne in a sort of 
reverie, from which he only started to asL what 
evidence could be produced of a story so 
strange. 

The evidence,” answered Touchwood, of 
one -who was a deep agent in all these matters, 
from first to last—as complete a rogue, I believe, 
as the devil himself, with this difference, that our 
mortal fiend does not, I believe, do evil for the 
sake of evil, but for the sake of the profit which 
attends it. How far this plea will avail him in a 
court of conscience, I cannot tell ; but his dis¬ 
position was so far akin to humanity, that 1 
have always found my old acquaintance as ready 
to do good as harm, providing he had the same 
e^io upon the transaction.” 

On my soul,” said Mowbray, “ you must 
mean Solmes! whom I have long suspected to be 
a deep villain—and now he proves traitor, to 



( U VI*. X. 


A RKLATIVK. 


m 


boot. How the devil could you get into his in¬ 
timacy, Mr Touchwood 

Tlie case was particular,'''* said Touchwood. 
“ Mr Sohiics, too active a member of the com¬ 
munity, to be satisfied wuth managing the affairs 
wliich his master entrusted to him, adventured in 
a little business on his own account; and think¬ 
ing, J suppose, that the late Earl of Etherington 
liad forgotten fully to acknowledge his services, 
as valet to his son, he supplied that defect by a 
small cheque on our house for L.lOO, in name, 
and bearing the aj)parent signature, of the de¬ 
ceased. This small mistake being detected at 
our liouse, Mr Solmes, jJortciir of the little bil¬ 
let, would have been consigned to the custody of 
a Jjow-street ofliccr, but that I found means to 
relieve him, on condition of his making known 
to me the points of private history whicli I have 
just been communicating to you. What I had 
known of Tyrrel at '•'myrna, had given me 
much interest in him, and you may guess it was 
not lessened by the distresses which he had sus¬ 
tained through liis brother’s treachery. By this 
fellow’s means, I have counterplotted all his 
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master’s fine schemes. For example, so soon as 
I learned Bulmer was coming down here, I con¬ 
trived to give Tyrrcl an anonymous hint, well 
knowing he would set oft' like the devil to 
thwart him, and so I should have the whole dra- 
matis personse together, and play them all off 
against each other, after my own pleasure.’’ 

** In that case,” said Mr Mowbray, “ your 
expedient brought about the rencontre between 
the two brothers, when both might have fallen.” 

Can’t deny it—can’t deny it—a mere acci¬ 
dent—no one can guard every point_^Egad, but 

I had like to have been baftled again, for Bul¬ 
mer sent the lad Jekyl, who is not such a black 
sheep neither but what there arc some white 
hairs about him, upon a treaty with Tyrrel, 
that my secret agent was not admitted to. Gad, 
but I discovered the whole—you will scarce 
guess how.” 

Probably not easily, indeed, sir,” answered 
Mowbray ; for your sources of intelligence are 
not the most obvious, any more than your 
mode of acting is simple, or easily to be compre¬ 
hended.” 
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I would not have it so/’ said Touchwood ; 
simple men perish in their simplicity—I carry 
my cyc-tcctli about me.—And for my source of 
information—why, I played the eaves-dropper, 
sir—listened — knew my landlady’s cupboard 
with the doaiblc door—^got into it as she has 
done many a time.—Such a hne gentleman as 
you would rather cut a man’s throat, I suppose, 
tiian listen at a cupboard door, though the ob¬ 
ject were to prevent murder.” 

I cannot say I should have thought of the 
expedient, certainly, sir,” said Mowbray. 

I did though, and learned enough of what 
was going on, to give Jckyl a hint that sickened 
liim of his commission, I believe—so the game 
is all in my own hands. Bulmer has no one to 
trust to but Solraes, and Solmes tells me all.” 

Here Mowbray could not suppress a move¬ 
ment of impatience. 

I wish to God, sir, that since you were so 
kind as to interest yourself in affairs so intimate¬ 
ly concerning my family, you had been pleased 
to act with a little more openness towards me. 
Here have I been for weeks the intimate of a 
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damned scoundrel, whose throat I ought to have 
cut for his scandalous conduct to my sister. 
Here have I been rendering her and myself mi¬ 
serable, and getting myself cheated every night 
by a swindler, w'hom you, if it had been your 
pleasure, could have unmasked by a single 
word. I do all justice to your intentions, sir ; 
but, upon my soul, I cannot help wishing you 
had conducted vourself with more frankness and 

•r 

less mystery; and I am truly afraid your love of 
dexterity has been too much for your ingenuity, 
and that you have suflered matters to run into 
such a skean of confusion, as you yourself will 
find difficulty in unravelling.” 

Touchwood smiled, and shook liis head in ail 
the conscious pride of superior understanding. 

Young man,” he said, when you have seen 
a little of the world, and especially beyond the 
bounds of this narrow island, you will find much 
more art and dexterity necessary in conducting 
these businesses to an issue, than occurs to a 
blind John Bull, or a raw Scotchman, You 
will be then no stranger to the policy of life, 
which deals in mining and countermining,—now 
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in making feints, now in making forthright 
passes. 1 look upon you, Mr Mowbray, as a 
young man spoiled by staying at home, and 
keeping bad conipany ; and will make it my bu¬ 
siness, if ^ou submit yourself to my guidance, 
to inlbrm your understanding, so as to retrieve 
your estjite.—jJon’t—don’t answer me, sir ! be¬ 
cause I know too well, by experience, how young 
men answer on these subjects—tliey are conceited, 
sir, as conceited as if they had been in all tlie four 
quarters of the world. I hate to be answered, sir, 
I hate it. And, to tell you the truth, it is because 
Tyrrcl has a fancy of answcring'me, that I rather 
make you my confidant on this occasion, than 
liini. I would have had him throw himself into 
my arms, and under my directions; but he hesi¬ 
tated—he hesitated, Mr Mowbray—and I de¬ 
spise liesitation. If he thinks he has wit enough 
to manage his own matters, let him try it—let 

him trs^ it. Not but I will do all that I can 

» 

for him, in htting time and place; but I will let 
him dwell in his perplexities and uncertainties 
for a little Avhile longer. And so, Mr Mowbray, 
you see what sort of an odd old fellow I am. 
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and you can satisfy me at once whether you 
mean to come into my measures—Only speak 
out at once, sir, for I abhor hesitation.'” 

While Touchwood thus spoke, Mowbray was 
forming his resolution internally. lie was not 
so inexperienced as the Senior supposed; at 
least, he could plainly see that he had to do with 
an obstinate, capricious, old man, who, with the 
best intentions in the world, chose to have every . 
thing in his own way ; and, like most petty po¬ 
liticians, was disposed to throw intrigue and 
mystery over matters which had much better be 
prosecuted boldly and openly. But he percei¬ 
ved, at the same time, that Touchwood, as a sort 
of a relation, wealthy, childless, and disposed to 
become his friend, was a person to be con¬ 
ciliated, the rather that the traveller himself had 
frankly owned that it was Francis TyrrePs want 
of deference towards him, which had forfeited, 
or at least abated, his favour. Mowbray recol¬ 
lected, also, that the circumstances under which 
he himself stood, did not permit him to tride 
with returning gleams of good fortune. Subdu¬ 
ing, therefore, the haughtiness of temper, proper 
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to him as an only son and heir, he answered re¬ 
spectfully, that, in his condition, the advice and 
assistance of Mr Scroggie Touchwood was too 
important, not to be purchased at the price of 
submitting his own judgment to that of an expe¬ 
rienced and sagacious friend. 

Well said, Mr Mowbray,’** replied the Se¬ 
nior, well said. Let me once have the manage¬ 
ment of your affairs, and we will brush them up 
for you without loss of time.—I must be obliged 
to you for a bed for the night, however—it is as 
dark as a wolf’s-mouth ; and if you will give 
orders to keep the poor devil of a postilion, and 
Ills horses too, why, I will be the more obliged 
to you.” 

Mowbray applied himself to the bell. Patrick 
answered the call, and was much surprised, when 
the old gentleman, taking the word out of his 
entertainer’s mouth, desired a bed to be got ready, 
with a little fire in the grate; for I take it, 
friend,” he went on, you have not guests here 
very often.—And see that my sheets be not damp, 
and bid the house-maid take care not to make the 
bod upon an exact level, but let it slope from the 

13 
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pillow to the foot-posts, at a declivity of about 
eighteen inches.—And hark yc—get me a jug of 
barley-water, to place by my bed-side, with tlie 
squeeze of a lemon—or stay, you will make it as 
sour as Beelzebub—bring the lemon on a saucer, 
and I will mix it myself” 

Patrick listened like one of sense forlorn, his 
head turning like a mandarin, alternately from 
the speaker to his master, as if to ask the latter 
whether this was all reality. The instant that 
Touchwood stopped, Mowbray added his fiat. 

Let everything be done to make Mr Touch- 
wood comfortable, in the way he wishes.” 

“ Aweel, sir,” said Patrick, “ I shall tell 
Mally, to be sure, and we maun do our best, 

and—^but it’s unco late, and-” 

And, therefore,” said Touchwood, “ the 
sooner we get to bed thp better, my old friend. 
I, for one, must be stirring early—T have busi¬ 
ness of life and death—it concerns you too, Mr 
Mowbray—but no more of that till to-morrow.— 
And let the lad put up his horses, and get him 
a bed somewhere.” 

Patrick here thought he had gotten upon firm 
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ground for resistance, for which, displeased with 
the dictatorial manner of the stranger, he felt 
considerably inclined. 

Ye may catch us at that, if ye can,” said 
Patrick,; “ there’s nae post cattle come into our 
stables—Wliat do we ken, but that they may be 
glandered, as tlic groom says 

We must take the risk to-night, Patrick,” 
said IVIowbray, reluctantly enough — unless 
Mr Touchwood will permit tlie horses to come 
back early next morning ?” 

Not I, indeed,” said Touchwood ; safe 
bind safe find—it may be once away and aye 
away, and we shall have enougli to do to-morrow 
morning. Moreover, the poor carrion arc tired, 
and the merciful man is merciful to his beast— 
and, in a word, if the horses go back to St Ho¬ 
nan’s Well to-night, I go there for compiaiiy.” 

It often happens, owing, I suppose, to the^ 
perversion of human nature, that subserviency 
in trifles is more difficult to a proud mind, than 
compliance in matters of more importance. Mow¬ 
bray, like other young gentlemen of his class, 
was finically rigid in his stable discipline, and 
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even Lord Etherington’s horses had not been 
admitted into that sanctum sanctorum^mto which 
he now saw himself obliged to induct two wretch¬ 
ed post-hacks. But he submitted with the best 
grace he could ; and Patrick, wliile he left their 
presence, with lifted up hands and eyes, to exe¬ 
cute the orders he had received, could scarcely 
help thinking that the old man must be the devil 
in disguise, since he could thus suddenly con¬ 
trol his fiery master, even in the points which he 
had hitherto seemed to consider as of most vital 
importance. 

The Lord in his mercy baud a grip of this 
puir family! for I, that was born in it, am like to 
see the end of it.” Thus ejaculated Patrick. 
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’Tis a naughty night to swim in. 

King Lear. 


There was a wild uncertainty about Mow¬ 
bray’s ideas after he started from a feverish sleep 
on the morning succeeding this memorable in¬ 
terview, that his sister, whom he really loved as 
much as he was capable of loving anything, had 
dishonoured him and her name ; and the horrid 
recollection of their last interview was the first 
idea which his waking imagination was thrilled 
with. Then came Touchwood’s tale of exculpa¬ 
tion—and he persuaded himself, or strove to do 
so, that Ciara must have understood the charge 
he had brought against her as referring to her 
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attachment to Tyrrell and its fatal consequences. 
Again, still he doubted how that could be— 
still feared that there must be more behind than 
her reluctance to confess the fraud which had 
been practised on her by Bulmer; and then, 
again, he strengthened himself in the first and 
more pleasing opinion, byrecollecting that, averse 
as she was to espouse the person he proposed to 
her, it must have appeared to her the completion 
of ruin, if he, Mowbray, should obtain know¬ 
ledge af the clandestine marriage. 

Yes—O yes,” he said to himself, she 
would think that this story would render me 
more eager in the rascal’s interest, as the best 
way of hushing up such a discreditable affair— 
faith, and she would have judged right too ; for, 
had he actually been Lord Etherington, I do 

j 

not see what else she could have done. But, not 
being Lord Etherington, and an anointed scoun¬ 
drel into the bargain, I will content myself with 
cudgelling him to death so soon as I can get out 
of the guardianship of this old, meddling, obsti¬ 
nate, self-willed busy-body.—Then, what is to 

12 
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be done for Clara ?—This mock marriage was a 
mere bubble, ;uid both parties must draw stakes. 
She likes this grave Don, who proves to be the stick 
of the right tree, after all—so^do not I, though, 
there be something lordlike about bim. I was 
sure a strolliflg painter could not have carried it 
off* so. She may marry him, I suppose, if the 
law is not against it—then she has the earldom, 
and the Oaklands, and Nettlewood, all at once.— 
Gad, we should come in winners, after all—and, 
I dare say, tliis old boy Touchwood is as rich as 
a Jew—worth a hundred thousand at least—He 
is too peremptory to be cut up for sixpence under 

a hundred thousand_And he talks of putting me 

to rights—I must not wince—must stand still to 
be curried a little—Only, I wish the law may per¬ 
mit Clara’s being married to this other earl.— 
A woman cannot marry two brothers, that is 
certain ;—but then, if she is not married to tlie 
one of them in good and lawful form, there con 
be no bar to her marrying the other, I should 
think—I hope the lawyers will talk no nonsense 
about it—I hope Clara will have no foolish 
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scruples.—But, by my word, the first thing I 
have to hope is, that the thing is true, for it 
comes through but a suspicious channel. I'll 
away to Clara instantly—get the truth out of 
her—and consider what is to be done.” 

Thus partly thought and partly spoke the 
young Laird of St lionan’s, hastily dressing him¬ 
self, in order to inquire into the strange chaos of 
events which perplexed his imagination. 

When he came down to the parlour where 
they had supped last night, and where breakfast 
was prepared this morning, he sent for a girl who 
acted as his sister’s immediate attendant, and 
asked, “ if Miss Mowbray was yet stirring ?” 

The girl answered, “ she had not rung her 
bell.” 

“ It is past her usual hour,” said Mowbray, 

but she was disturbed last night. Go, Martha, 
tell her to get up instantly—say I have excellent 
good news for her—or, if her head aches, I will 
come and tell them to her before she rises—go 
like lightning.” 

Martha^went, and returned in a minute or two. 

I cannot make my mistress hear, sir, knock as 
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loud as I will. I wish,” she added, with that 
love of evil presage which is common in the 
lower ranks, that Miss Clara may be well, for 
I never knew her sleep so sound.” 

Mowbray jumped from the chair into whicli 
he had ihroVn himself, ran through the gallery, 
and knocked smartly at his sister’s door; there 
was no answer. “ Clara, dear Clara !—Answer 
me but one word—say but you are well. I 
frightened you last night—I had been drinking 
wine—I was violent—forgive me !—Come, do 
not be sulky—speak but a single word—say but 
you are well.” 

He made the pauses longer betwixt every 
branch of his address, knocked sharper and 
louder, listened more anxiously for an answer ; at 
length he attempted to open the door, but found 
it locked, or otherwise secured. “ Does Miss 
Mowbray always lock her door he asked the 
girl. 

Nover knew her do it before, sir; she leaves 
it open that 1 may call her, and open the window- 
shuts.” * 

She had too good reason for precaution last 
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night} thought her brother, and then remember¬ 
ed having heard her bar the door. 

‘‘ Come, Clara,"*’ he continued, greatly agita¬ 
ted, “ do not be silly ; if you will not open the 
door, I must force it, tliat’s all; for how can I 
tell but that you arc sick, and unable? to answer ? 
—if you are only sullen, say so.—She returns no 
answer,” he said, turning to the domestic, who 
was now joined by Touchwood. 

Mowbray’s anxiety was so great, that it pre¬ 
vented his taking any notice of his guest, and he 
proceeded to say, without regarding his presence, 
“ What is to be done ?—she may be sick—she 
may be asleep—^hc may have swooned ; if I 
force the door, it may terrify her to death in the 
present weak state of her nerves.—Clara, dear 
Clara ! do but speak a single word, and you shall 
remain in your own room as long as you please.” 

There was no answer. Miss Mowbray’s maid, 
hitherto too much fluttered and alarmed to have 
much presence of mind, now recollected a back- 
Btair which communicated with her mistress’s 
room from the garden, and suggested she might 
have gone out that way. 
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Gone out,"” said Mowbray, in great anxiety, 
and looking at the heavy fog, or rather small tain, 
which blotted the November'morning,—** Gone 
out, and in weather like this !—But we may get 
into her room from the back-stair.” 

So saying, and leaving bis guest to follow or 
remain as he thought proper, he flew rather than 
walketl to the garden, and found the private door 
which led into it, from the lx)ttonfi of the back- 
stair aboveincntioncd, was wide open. Pull of 
vague, but fearful apprehensions, he rushed 
up to the door of his sister’s apartment, whicli 
opened from her dressing-room to the landing- 
place of the stair; it w as ajar, and that which 
communicated betwixt l!ie bed-room and dress¬ 
ing-room was half open. Clara, Clara !” ex¬ 
claimed Mowbray, invoking her name rather in 
an agony of apprehension, than as any lemger 
hoping for a reply. And his apprehension^ was 
but too prophetic. 

Miss Mowbray was not in that apartment; 
and; from the order in which it was found, it was 
plain she had neither undressed on the preceding 
night, nor occupied the bed. Mowbray struck his 
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forehead in an agony of remorse and fear. ‘‘ I 
have terrified her to death,” he said; she has 
fled into the woods, and perished there!” 

Under the influence of this apprehension, 
Mowbray, after another hasty glance around the 
apartment, as if to assure himself that Clara was 
not there, rushed again into tlie dressing-room, 
almost overturning the traveller, who, in civility, 
had not ventured to enter the inner apartment. 

You are as mad as a Hamako^’'* said the tra¬ 
veller ; ‘‘ let us consult together, and I am sure 
I can contrive- 

Oh, d—n your contrivance !” said Mowbray, 
forgetting all proposed respect in his natural im¬ 
patience, aggravated by his alarm ; if you had 
behaved straight forward, and like a man of com¬ 
mon sense, this would not have happened !” 

God forgive you, young man, if your re¬ 
flections are unjust,” said the traveller, quitting 
the hold he had laid upon Mowbray’s coat; 

and God forgive me too, if I have done wrong 
while endeavouring to do for the best. But may 


* A fool is bo tcrnicd in Turkey. 
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not Miss Mowbray have gone down to the Well ? 

I will order my liorses, and set off instantly.” 

“ Do, do,” said Mowbray, recklessly; “ I 
thank yon, I thank you and hastily traversing 
the garden, as if desirous to get rid at once of 
his visitor and his own thoughts, he took the 
shortest road to a little postern-gate, which led 
into the extensive copsewood, through some part 
of which Clara had caused a walk to be cut to a ' 
little summer-house built of rough shingles, co¬ 
vered with creeping shrubs. 

As Mowbray hastened through the garden, he 
met the old man by whom it was laboured, a na¬ 
tive of the south country, and an old dependant 
on the family. “ Have you seen iny sister 
said Mowbray, hurrying his words on each other 
with the eagerness of terror. 

“ Whafs your wull, St Ronan’s.?” answered 
the old man, at once dull of hearing, and slow of 
apprehension. 

‘‘ Have you seen Miss Clara ?” shouted Mow¬ 
bray, and muttered an oath or two at the gar¬ 
dener’s stupidity. 
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“ In troth have I,” replied the gardener, deli- 
heratelj; what suld ail me to sec Miss Clara, St 
Ronan’s ?” 

‘‘ When, and where eagerly demanded the 
querist. 

9 

Ou, just yestreen, after tey-time—afore ye 
cam hamc yourseli galloping sae fast,” said old 
Joseph. 

I am as stupid as he, to put off my time in 
speaking to such an old cabbage-stock,” said 
Mowbray, and hastened on to the postern-gate 
already mentioned, leading from the garden into 
what was usually called Miss Clara’s walk. Two 
or three domestics, whispering to each other, and 
with countenances that shewed grief, fear, and 
suspicion, followed their master, desirous to be 
employed, yet afraid to force their services on the 
£ery young man. 

At the little postern be found some trace of 
her he sought. The pass-key of Clara was left 
in the lock. It was then plain that she must have 
passed that way ; but at what hour, or for what 
purpose, Mowbray dared not conjecture. The 
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path, after running a quarter of a mile or more 
through an open grove of oaks and sycamores, 
attained the verge of the large brook, and became 
there steep and rocky, difficult to the infirm, and 
alarming to the nervous; often approaching the 
brink of a precipitous ledge of rock, which in 
this place overhung the stream, in some places 
brawling and foaming in hasty current, and in 
others seeming to slumber in deep and circular 
eddies. The temptations which this dangerous 
scene must have offered an excited and desperate 
spirit, came on Mowbray like the blight of the 
Simoom, and he stood a moment to gather breath 
and overcome these horrible anticipations, ere he 
was able to proceed. His attendants felt the same 
apprehension. “ Puir thing—puir thing!—O, 
God send she may not have been left to liersell I 
—God send she may have been uphoiden !” were 
whi.spered by Patrick to the maidens, and by 
them to each otbc . 

At this moment the old gardener was heard 
behind them, shouting, Master—St Ronan’s 
—Master—I have fund—I have fund—’' 
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“ Have you found my sister ?’’ exclaimed the 
brother, with breathless anxiety. 

The old man did not answer till he came up, 
and then, with his usual slowness of delivery, he 
replied to his master’s repeated inquiries, “ Na, 
I haena fund Miss Clara, but I hae fund some¬ 
thing ye wad be wac to lose—your braw hunt¬ 
ing knife.” 

He put the implement into the hand of its 
owner, who, recollecting the circumstances un¬ 
der which he had flung it from him last night, 
and the now too probable consequences of that 
interview, bestowed on it a deep imprecation, and 
again hurled it from him into the brook. The 
domestics looked at each other, and recollecting 
each at the same time that the knife was a fa¬ 
vourite tool of their master, who was rather cu¬ 
rious in such articles, had little doubt that his 
mind was aflccted, in a temporary way at least, 
by his anxiety on his sister’s account. He saw 
their confused and inquisitive looks, and assu¬ 
ming as much composure and presence of mind 
as he could command, directed Martha, and her 
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female companions, to return and search the walks 
on the other side of Shaws-Castle ; and, finally, 
ordered Patrick back to rin^ the bell, which,” 
he said, assuming a confidence that he was far 
from entertaining, might call Miss Mowbray 
home from some of her long walks.” He farther 
desired his groom and horses might meet him 
at the Clattering Brig, so called from a noisy 
cascade which was formed by the brook, above 
which was stretched a small foot-bridge of planks. 
Having thus shaken off his attendants, he pro¬ 
ceeded himself, with all the speed he was capable 
of exerting, to follow out the path in which he 
was at present engaged, which, being a favourite 
Avalk with his sis^ter, she might perhaps have 
adopted from mere habit, when in a state of 
mind, which, he had too much reason to fear, 
must have put choice out of the question. 

He soon reached tlic summer-house, which 
was riicndy a seat covered overhead and on the 
sides, open in front, and neatly paved with peb¬ 
bles. This little bower Avas perched, like a 
hawk’s nest, almost upon the edge of a project¬ 
ing crag, the highest point of the line of rock 
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- which we have noticed ; and had been selected 
by poor Clara, on account of the prospect which 
it cotumanded down the valley. One of her 
gloves lay on the small rustic table in the sum¬ 
mer-house. Mowbray caught it eagerly up. It 
was wet—the preceding day had been dry; so 
that, had she forgot it there in the morning, or in 
the course of the day, it could not have been in 
that state. She had assuredly been there du¬ 
ring the niofht, when it rained heavily. 

Mowbray, thus assured tlmt Clara had been 
in this place, while her passions and fears were 
so much afloat as they must have been at her 
flight from her father’s house, cast a hurried and 
terrified glance from the brow of the precipice 
into the deep stream that eddied below. It seem¬ 
ed to him that, in the sullen roar of the water, 
he heard the last groans of his sister—the foam- 
flakes caught his eye, as if they were a part of 
her garments. Hut a closer examination shewed 
that there was no trace of such a catastrophe. 
Descending the path on the other side of the 
bower, ho observed a foot-print in a place where 
the clay was moist and tenacious, which, from 



CHAV. XI. 


THE WANDEltEK. 


285 


the small size, and the shape of the shoe, it ap¬ 
peared to him must be a trace of her whom he" 
sought. He hurried forward, therefore, w’itli 
as much speed, as yet permitted him to look out 
keenly for similar impressions, of which it seem¬ 
ed to hun he remarked several; although less 
perfect than the former, being much obliterated 
by the quantity of rain that had since fallen,—a 
circumstance seeming to prove that several hours 
had elapsed since the person had passed. 

At length, through the various turnings and 
windings of a long and romantic path, Mow¬ 
bray found himself, without having received any 
satisfactory intelligence, by the side of the brook, 
called St Ilonan’s Burn, at the place where it 
was crossed by foot-passengers, by the Clat¬ 
tering Brig, and by horsemen through a ford 
a little lower. At this point the fugitive might 
have either continued her wanderings through 
her paternal woods, by a path, which, after wind¬ 
ing about a mile, returned to Shaws-Castle, or 
she might have crossed the bridge, and entered 
a broken horsc-way, common to the public, lead¬ 
ing to the Aultoim of St Honan\s. 
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Mowbray, after a moment’s consideration, 
concluded that the last was licr most probable 
option. He mounted his horse, which the groom 
had brought down according to order, and com¬ 
manding the man to return by tlie foot-j>ath, 
which he himself could not examine, he proceed¬ 
ed to ride towards the ford. The brook was 
swollen during the night, and the groom could 
not forbear intimating to his master, that there 
was considerable danger in attempting to cross 
it. But Mowbray’s mind and Icelings were too 
high-strung to permit him to listen lo cautious 
counsel. He spurred the snorting ami reluc¬ 
tant horse into the torrent, though the water, 
rising high on the upper side, broke both over 
the pummel and the croupe of his saddle. It 
was by exertion of great strengtli and saga¬ 
city, that the good horse kept the ford-way. 
Had the stream forced him down among the 
rocks, which lie below the crossing-place, the 
consequences must have been fatal. Mowbray, 
however, reached the opposite side in safety, to 
the joy and admiration of the servant, who stood 

staring at him during the adventure. He then 

14 



CHAP. XI. T1IJ£ WANDillliCR. ^^87 

rode hastiiy towards the Aultoun, determined, if 
he could not hear tidings of his sister in that vil¬ 
lage, that he would spread the alarm, and insti¬ 
tute a general search after her, since her elope¬ 
ment from Shaws-Castle could, in that case, no 
longer concealed. We must leave him, how¬ 
ever, in his present state of uncertainty, in order 
to acquaint our readers witli the reality of those 
evils, which his for:boding mind and disturbed 
conscience could onl}^ anticipate. 
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What sheeted ghost is wandering through the storm ? 

For never did a maid of middle-earth 

Choose such a time or spot to vent her sorrows. 

Old Plaij. 


Grief, shame, confusion, and terror, had con¬ 
tributed to overwhelm the unfortunate Clara 
Mowbray, at the moment when she parted with 
her brother, after the stormy and dangerous in¬ 
terview which it was our task to record in a 
former chapter. For years, her life, her whole 
tenor of thought, had been haunted by tli e ter¬ 
rible apprehension of a discovery, and now the 
thing which she feared had come upon her. 
The extreme violence of her brother, which went 
so far as to menace her personal safety, had join- 
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0(1 to the previous conflict of passions, to pro¬ 
duce a rapture of fear, which probably left her 
no other free agency, than that which she de¬ 
rived from the^ blind instinct which urges flight, 
as the readiest resource in dano;cr. 

Wc have no means of exactly tracing the 
course of this unhappy young woman. It is 
probable she fled from Shaws-Castle, on hearing 
the arrival of IVIr Touchwood’s carriage, which 
she might mistake for that of Lord Lthering- 
ton ; and thus, while Alow bray was looking for¬ 
ward to the happier ])rospccts w'liich the travel¬ 
ler’s narrative seemed to'open, his sister was 
contending with rain and darkness, amidst the 
difficulties and dangers of the mountain path 
which w'e have described. These were so great, 
that a young woman more delicately brought 
up, must either have lain down exhausted, or 
have been compelled to turn her steps back to 
the residefice she had abandoned. But the soli¬ 
tary wanderings of Clara had inured her to fa¬ 
tigue and to night-walks; and the deeper causes 
of terror which urged her to flight, rendered 
her insensible to the perils of her way. She had 
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passed the bower, as was evident from lier ^love 
remaining there, and had crossed the foot-bridge; 
although it was almost wonderful, that, in so 
dark a night, she should have followed with such 
accuracy a track, where the missing, a single turn 
by a cubit’s length, might have precipitated her 
into eternity. 

It is probable, that Clara’s spirits and strength 
be5]ran in some desrrcc to fail her, after she had 
proceeded a little way oti the road to the Aul- 
toun ; for she had stopjicd at the solitary cottage 
inhabited by the old female pauper, who liad been 
for a time the hostess of the penitent and dying 
Hannah Irwin. Here, as the inmate of the cot¬ 
tage acknowledged, she had made some knock¬ 
ing, and she owned she had heard her moon bit¬ 
terly, as she entreated for admission. The old 
liag was one of those whose hearts adversity 
turns to very stone, and obstinately kept her 
door shut, impelled more probably by general 
hatred to the human race, than by the supersti¬ 
tious fears which seized her ; although she per¬ 
versely argued that she was startled at the su¬ 
pernatural melody and sweetness of tone, with 



CHAP. Xll. TFJi CATASTBOPHE, S&l 

’which the henightcd wanderer made her supplica¬ 
tion. She admitted, that wlicn slie lieard the poor 
petitioner turn from the door, her lieart was sof¬ 
tened, and she did intend to open with the inten¬ 
tion of olfering hci, at least, a shelter; hut that 
before she could hirple to the door, and get the 
bar taken down,” the unfortunate supplicant was 
not to be seen ; which strengthened the old wo¬ 
man’s opinion, that the whole was a delusion of 
Satan. 

It is conjectured, that the repulsed wanderer 
made no other attempt to awaken pity or obtain 
shelter, until she came to Mr CargilTs Manse, in 
the upper room of which a light tvas still burn¬ 
ing, owing to a cause which requires some ex¬ 
planation. 

The reader is aware of the reasons which in¬ 
duced Bulmer, or the titular Lord Etherington, 
to withdraw from the country the sole witness, as 
he conceived, who could, or at least who might 
choose, to 1 )L-H witness to the fraud which he had 
practised on the unfortunate Clara Mowbray. 
Of three persons present at the marriage, besides 
the parties, the clergyman was completely deceU 
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Ted. Solmes be conceived to be his own ex¬ 
clusive devotion ; and therefore, if by his means 
this Hannah Irwin could be removed from the 
scene, he argued plausibly, that all evidence to 
the treachery which he had practised would be 
effectually stifled. Hence his agent, Solmes, had 
received a commission, as the reader may remem¬ 
ber, to effect her removal without loss of time, 
and had reported to hig master that his efforts 
had been effectual. 

But Solmes, since he had fallen under the 
influence of Touchwood, was constantly em¬ 
ployed in counteracting 'the schemes which he 

4 

secmeli most active in forwarding, while the tra¬ 
veller enjoyed (to him an exquisite gratifica¬ 
tion) the amusement of countermining, as fast 
as Bulmer could mine, and had in prospect the 
pleasing anticipation of blowing up the pioneer 
with his own petard. For this purpose, bo soon 
as Touchwood learned that his house was to be 
applied to for the original deeds left in charge by 
the deceased Earl of Etherington, he expedited 
a jtetter, directing that only the copies should be 
sent, and tl^s rendered nugatory Bulmer^s des- 
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perate design of possessing himself of that evi- 
denee. For the same reason, when Solmes an¬ 
nounced to him his master's anxious wish to bate 
Hannah Jrwin conveyed out of the country, he 
appointed him to cause the sick woman to be care^ 
fully transported to the Manse, where Mr Cargill 
was easily induced to give her temporary refuge^ 
To this good man, who might be termed ail 
Israelite without guile, the distress of the un- 
happy woman would htfib proved a sufficient re¬ 
commendation ; nor was he likely to have inqui¬ 
red whether her malady might not be infectious, 
ot to have made any of those other previous in¬ 
vestigations which are sometimes clogs upon the 
bounty or hospitality of more prudent philan¬ 
thropists. But, to interest him yet farther, Mr 
Touchwood informed him by letter, that the pa¬ 
tient (not otherwise unknown to him) was possess¬ 
ed of certain most material information affecting a 
family of honour and consequence, and that he 
himself, with Mr Mowbray of St Honan's in the 
quality of a magistrate, intended to be at the 
Manse that evening, to take her declaration upon 
this important subject. Such, indf^,''was the 
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* traT^H^r^^s purpose, which might hate been car¬ 
ried into effect but for his own self-important love 
of'manoeuvring on the one part, and the fiery 
impatience of Mowbray on the other, which, as 
the reader knows, sent th^ one at full gallop to 
Shaws^Castle, and obliged the other to follow 
him post haste. Tins necessity he intimated to 
the clergyman by a note, which he dispatched 
express as he himself was in the act of stepping 
into the chaise. He i#|uested, that the mist 
particular attention should be paid to the inva- 
lid—promised to be at the Manse with Mr Mow¬ 
bray early on the morrow—and, with the lingA 
ing and inveterate self-conceit which always in¬ 
duced him to conduct everything with his own 
hand, directed his friend, Mr Cargill, not to pro¬ 
ceed to take the sick woman's declaration or con¬ 
fession until he arrived, unless" in case of extre¬ 
mity. 

It had been an easy matter for Sbknes to trans¬ 
fer the invalid from the wretched cottage to the 
clergyman's Manse. The first appearance of Ihe 
associate of much of her guilt had indeed terri- 
; but he scrupled not assure he^,iiiat 
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his penitqnqe was equal to her o,wn^ and that bn 
was conveying her where their joint deposUina 
would be formally received, in order that .they 
might, so far as )>ossible, atone for the evil of 
which they had bccn^ jointly guilty. He also pro¬ 
mised her* kind usage for herself, and suppprt 
for her children; and she willingly accompanied 
him to the clcrgj^maifs residence, he himself re¬ 
solving to abide in concealment the issue of the 
. j p y stery, without again facing his master, whose 
star, as he well discerned, was about to shoot 
speedily from its exalted sphere. 

The clergyman visited the unfortunate pa¬ 
tient, as he had done frequently during her resi¬ 
dence in his vicinity, and desired that she might 
be carefully attended. During the whole day^ 
she seemed better; but, whether the means of 
supporting her exhausted frame had been too 
liberally administered, or whether the thoughts 
which gnawed her conscience had returned with 
double severity when she was released from the 
pressure of immediate want, it is certain that, 
about midnight, the fever began to gain ground, 
and tha person placed in attendance on her cme 
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ft ihfr cktgftt^i then deefdy engaged 

thp eioge of Ptolemab, that rdie doubted if 
ihe wmkn would live till morning, and that die 
Imd saniethmg lay heavy at her heart, which die 
widied> as the emissary expressed it, ** to make 
a dean breast ofbefore she died« o>j lost pos- 
aesskm of her senses. 

Awakened by such a crisis, Mr Cargill at once 
becaine a man of this world, dear in his appre^ 
hendon, and cool in his resolution, as he alwaj^ 
was wbra the path of duty lay before him. Com¬ 
prehending, from the various hints of his friend 
Touchwood, that the matter was of the lastcon^l 
sequence, his own humanity, as well as inex¬ 
perience, dictated his sending for skilful assist¬ 
ance. His man-servant was accordingly dis¬ 
patched on horseback to the Well for Dr Quack- 
kben; while, upon the suggestion of one of his 
maidsi t)iat Mrs Dods was an uncommon 
[|iiedy body about a sick-bed/' the wench was 
diemissed to supplicate the asdstanee of the gude- 
wife of the Cleikmn, which she was not, indeed, 
wont to refuse whoever it could be useful. The 
hsttileeiifiieBaey ppwted, in Scotridi a cor^ 
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bk messengerforeUberhedidiibtfiiidtliedbc^ 
tor, or he foimd him better engaged than td at* 
tend the sick-bed of a pauper, at a request which 
promised such slight remuneration as that eff A 
parish minister.^ But the female ambassador ^as 
more snccessful; for, though she founds dur 
friend I^uckie Dods preparing for bed at au hour 

h 

unusually late, in consequence of some aiKxiety 
on account of Mr Touchwood^s unexpect^ ab- 
sence, the good old dame only growled a little 
about the minister's fancies in taking puir bodies 
into his own house ; and then, instantly donnihg 
cloak, hood, and pattens, marched down the gate 
with all the speed of the good Samaritan, otie 
maid bearing the lantern before her, while the 
other remained to keep the house, add to attend 
to the wants of Mr Tyrrel, who engaged willing¬ 
ly to sit up to receive Mr Touchwood. 

But, ere Dame Dods had arrived at the Manis, 
the patient had summoned Mr Cargill tU her 
presence, and required him to write her cOnfes- 
simi while she had life and breath to make it 
For 1 believe," she added, raking herself in 
time bed, and roUing her eyes wildly arc^hUd, 
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^^^tlMitf^^re I to confess.y ^gmlt to one of a leyss 
sacred cbaracten, the BvU Spint, irhosc servant I 
- have becn> would carry ai^ray Us prey, both body 
and soul, before tliey had severed from each 
^ other, however short the' space that they must 
remain in partnership I**' ' 

Mr Cargill "would have spoken some ghostly 
consolation, but she answered with pettish impa- 
»tiencc, “ Waste not words—^waste not wordeJ— 
^ Let me speak that which I must tell, and sign it 
with my hand ; and do you, as the more imme¬ 
diate servant of God, and therefore bound to 
bear witness to the truth, take heed you write 
that which 1 tell you, and nothing else. I desi- 
* red to have told this to St Ronan^'s—I have even 
made some progress in telling it to others—but 
I am glad I broke short off—for I know you, 
Josiah Cargill, though you have long forgotten 
me.” 

It may be so,” said Cargill. I have in¬ 
deed no recollection of you.” « 

You once knew Hannah Irwin, though,” 
Bidd the sick woman; who was companion and 
ffciatioii to Miss Clara Mowbray, and who was 
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present with her on'^at sinful night, wb^ she 
was wedded in the kirk of Sc Ronan**s/' 

**■ Do 3 rou mean to say that ^ou are that per¬ 
son said Cargill, holding the candle so as to 
throw some light on the face of the sick woman. 

I cannot believe it.” 

“ No replied the penitent; there is in¬ 
deed a difftrcncc between wickedness in the act 
of carrying through its successful machinations, 
and wickedness surrounded by all the horrors of 
a death-bed!” 

“ Do not yet despair,” said Cargill. ** Grace 
is omnipotent—to doubt this is in itself a great 
crime.” 

Be it so !—I cannot help it—my heart is 
hardened, Mr Cargill; and there is something 
here,” she pressed her bosom, which tells me 
that, with prolonged life and renewed health, 
even my present agonies would be forgotten, and 
I should become the same I have been before. 
1 have rejected the offer of grace, Mr Cargill, 
and not^ through ignorance, for I have sinned 

A 

with my eyes open. Care not for me^ then, who 
am a mere outcast^^. He agam'endeavoured to 
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interrupt her, but she continued, “ Or if you 
really wish my welfare, let me relieve my bosom 
of that which psesses it, and it may be that 1 
shall then be better able to listen to you. You 
say you remember me not—but if I tell you how 
often you refused to perform in secret the office 
which was required of you—^how much you 
urged that it was against your canonical rules— 
if I name the argument to which you yielded— 
and remind you of your purpose, to acknowledge 
your transgression to your brethren in the church 
courts, to plead your excuse, and submit to their 
Censnre, which you said could not be a light 
one—you will be then aware, that, in the voice 

A 

of the miserable pauper, you hear the words of 
the once artful, gay, and specious Hannah Ir¬ 
win.^ 

I allow it—I allow it!” ftiid Mr Cargill; 

I admit the tokens, and believe you to be in- 
deed her whose name you assume.'^ 

Th^ one painful step is over,^ said she; 
for 1 woiadd ere now have lightened^" my con- 
^idEide by confession^ saving for the eursed pride 
E>f wbkh was ashamed of jpoverty, though 
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not of guilt.—Well—In these arguments, wbidl 
were urged to you by a youth best known to you 
by the name of Francis Tyrre], though more 
properly entitled to that of Leonard Bulmer, we 
practised on you a base and gross deception.-— 
Did you not hear some one sigh P—1 trust there 
is no one in the room—I trust 1 shall die when my 
confession is signed and sealed, without my name 
being dragged through the public—I hope ye 
bring not in your menials to gaze on my abject 
misery—I cannot brook that.” 

She paused and listened ; for the ear, usually 
deafened by pain, is sometimes, on the contrary, 
rendered morbidly acute. Mr Cargill assured 
her, there was no one present but himself. 
But, O, most unhappy woman !” he said, 
what does your^troduction prepare me to ex¬ 
pect ?” 

** Your expectation, be it ever so onpnous, 
shall be fully satisfied.—l^was the guilty confi¬ 
dante of the fiilse Francis Tyrrel.—Clara loved 
the true one.—When the fatal ceremony pass^ 
the bride and the clergyman were deceived alike, 
—and I was the wretch—*the fiend—who, aidih^ 
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another yet Llacker, if blacker could be*-^mainly 
helped to accomplish this cureless misery!” 

** Wratch !” exclaimed the clergyman, ** and 
had you not then done enough ?—Why did you 
expose the betrothed of one brother to become 
the wife of another ?” 

I acted,” said the sick woman, only as 
Bulmer instructed me; but I had to do with a 
master of the game. He contrived, by his agent 
Solmes, to match roe with a husband imposed 
on loe by his devices as a man of fortune,—a 
wretch who maltreated me—^plundered me— 
sold me.—Oh ! if fiends laugh, as I have heard 
they can, what a jubilee of scorn will there be, 
when Bulmer and 1 enter their place of torture ! 
^Hark !—I am sure of it—some one draws 
Jbreath, as if shuddering !” 

You will distract yours Jf if you give way 
to tbfie fancies. Be cUm—speak or—but, oh I 
at last, and for once,^^sp?ak the truth !” 

I will, for it will best gratify my hatred 
against hiin 9 who, having first robbed me of my 
made me a spore and a plunder to the 
pf the species. For that I wandered hese 
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to unmask him. I had heard he again stirred 
his suit to Clara, and I came here to tell young 
Mowbray the whole.—But do you wonder that I 
shrunk from doing so till this last decisive mo¬ 
ment I thought of my conduct to Clara, and 
how could I face her brother ?—And yet I hated 
her not after I learned her utter wretchedness— 
her deep misery, verging even upon madnes{h—I 
hated her not then. I was sorry that she was not 
to fall to the lot of a better man than Bulmer^ 
—and I pitied her after she was rescued by 
Tyrrel, and you may remember it was I who 
prevailed on you to conceal her marriage.'* 

“ I remember it,” answered Cargill, and 
that you alleged, as a reason for secrecy, danger 
from her family. I did conceal it, until reports 
that she was married reached my 

ears.** 

Well, then,” said fte sick woman, Clara 
Mowbray ought to forgive me—since what ill I 
have done her was inevitable, while the good I 
did was voluntary.—1 must see her, Mr Car- 
gill-I must see her before I die—I shall never 

pray till I see her^I will nev^ profit fay vliedi 

le 
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of godliness till 1 see her! If I cannot obtain 
the pardon of^a worm like myself, how can 1 
hope for that of- 

She started at these words with a faint scream; 


for slowly, and with a feeble hand, the curtains 
of the bed opposite to d^e side at which Cargill 
sat, were opened, and the figure of Clara Mow¬ 
bray, her clothes and long hair drenched and 
dnpping with rain, stood in the opening by the 
bedside. The dying woman sat upright, her 
ey^S ^rting from their Sockets, her lips quiver¬ 
ing, her face pale, her emaciated hands grasping 
the bed-clpthes, ^ a^ if to support herself, and 
looking as muph aghast as if her confession had 
called up an apparition of her betrayed friend. 

** Hahnah Irwin,’' said Clara, with her usual 
swe^ness of lone, my e£^|^ friend—^my un¬ 
provoked enemy.—^Betake thSS to Him who hath 
pardon for fuidlMbetake thee with confi- 

dence—-fqr I parddp you as freelyr as if you had 

s 

|iei^ wrouged me—as freely as I desire my own 


Farewell—^Farewell!” 

Ste from the room ere the clergyman 

ci^ddjJpli'Vtiiioe himself that it was more than a 


ID 
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phantom which he beheld. Pie ran down stairS 
—he summoned assistants, but no one would at¬ 
tend his call; for the deep ruckling groans of 
the patient satisfied every one that she was breath¬ 
ing her last; and Mrs Dods, with the maid-ser¬ 
vant, ran in^o the bed-room, to witness the death 
of Hannah Irwin, which sh'wtly after took place. 

That event had scarce occurred, when the 
maid-servant who had been left in the inn, came 
down in great terror to acquaint her mistress, 
that a lady had entered the house like a ghost, 
and was dying in Mr Tyrrel’s room. The truth 
of the story we must tell our own way. 

In the irregular state of Miss Mowbray‘’s 
mind, a less violent impulse than that which she 
had received from her brother’s arbitrary vio¬ 
lence, added to the fatigues, dangers, and ter¬ 
rors of her night walM^ might have exhausted 
the of her body, and alienated those of 

her mind. We have before*said, that the lights 
in the clergyman’s house had probably attracted 
her attention, and in the temporary confusion of- 
a family, never remarkable for its regularity, she 
easily mounted the stairs, and entered the sick 

VOL. III. U 
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chamber undiscovered, and thus overheard Han- 
nah Irwin's confession, a tale sufficient to have 
greatly aggravated her mental malady. 

We have no means of knowing whether she ac¬ 
tually sought Tyrrel, or whether it was, as in the 
former case, the circumstance of a light still burn¬ 
ing where all around was dark, that attracted her; 
but her next apparition was close by the side of 
her unfortunate lover, then deeply engaged in 
writing, when something suddenly gleamed on a 
large, old-fashioned mirror, which hung on the 
wall opposite. He looked up, and saw the figure 
of Clara, holding a light (which she had taken 
from the passage) in her extended hand. He 
stood for an instant with his eyes fixed on this 
fearful shadow, ere he dared turn round on the 
substance which was thus reflected. When he did 
so, the fixed and pallid countenance almost im¬ 
pressed him with the belief that lie saw a vision, 
and he shuddered when, stooping beside him, she 
took his hand. Come away P she said, in a hur¬ 
ried voice—come away, my brother follows to 
kill us both. Come, Tyrrel, let us fly—we shall 
e^i|fiily escape him.-—Hannah Irwin is on before 
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—but, if we are overtaken, I will have no inore 
fighting—^you shall promise me that we shall hot 
—we have had but too much of that—^but you 
will be wise in future.'” 

Clara Mowbray!” exclaimed Tyrrel. Alas! 
is it thus ?—Stay—do not go,” for she turned 
to make her escape—“ stay—stay—sit down.” 

** I must go,*” she replied, I must go—I am 
called—Hannah Irwin is gone before to tell all, 
and I must follow. Will you not let me go .P— 
Nay, if you will hold me by force, I know I 
must sit down—but you will not be able to keep 
me for all that.” 

A convulsive fit followed, and seemed, by its 
violence, to explain that she was indeed bound 
for the last and darksome journey. The maid, 
who at length answered Tyrrefs earnest and re¬ 
peated summons, fied terrified at the scene she 
witnessed, and carried to the Manse the alarm 
which we before mentioned. 

The old landlady was compelled to exchange 
one scene of sorrow for another, wondering with¬ 
in herself what fatality could have marked this 
single night with so much misery. When she 
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arrived at home, what was her astonishment to 
find there the daughter of the house, which, even 
in their alienation, she had never ceased to love, 
in a state little short of distraction, and tended 
by Tyrrel, whose state of mind seemed scarce 
more composed than that of the unhappy patient. 
The oddities of Mrs Dods were merely the rust 
which had accumulated upon her character, but 
without impairing its native strength and energy ; 
and her sympathies were not of a kind acute 
enough to disable her from thinking and acting 
as decisively as circumstances required. 

« Mr Tyrrel,” she said, “ this is nae sight for 
men folk—ye maun rise and gang to another 
room.” 

‘‘ I will not stir from her,” said Tyrrel—“ I 
will not remove from her either now, or as long 
as she or I may live.” 

“ That will be nae lang space, Master Tyrrel, 
if ye winna be ruled by common sense.” 

Tyrrel started up, as if half comprehending 
what she said, but remained motionless. 

Come, come,” said the compassionate land¬ 
lady ; “ do not stand looking on a sight sair 
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enough to break a harder heart than yours, 
hinny—your ain sense tells ye, ye canna stay 
here—Miss Clara shall be well cared for, and I’ll 
bring word to your room-door frae half-hour to > 
half-hour how she is.” 

The necessity of the case was undeniable, and 
Tyrrel suffered himself to be led to another 
apartment, leaving Miss Mowbray to the care of 
the hostess and her female assistants. He count¬ 
ed the hours in an agony, less by the watch than 
by the visits which Mrs Dods, faithful to her 
promise, made from interval to interval, to tell 
him that Clara was not better—that she was 
worse—and, at last, that she did not think that 
sh^ could live over morning. It required all 
the deprecatory influence of the good landlady 
to restrain Tyrrel, who, calm and cold on com¬ 
mon occasions, was proportionally fierce and im¬ 
petuous when his passions were afloat, from burst¬ 
ing into the room, and ascertaining, with his 
own eyes, the state of the beloved patient. At 
length there was a long interval—an intervJ of 
hours—so long, indeed, that Tyrrel caught from 
it the agreeable hope that Clara slept, and that 
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sleep might bring refreshment both to mind and 
body. Mrs Dods^ he concluded, was prevented 
from moving, for fear of disturbing her patient's 
slumber; and, as if actuated by the same feeling 
which he imputed to her, he ceased to traverse 
his apartment, as his agitation had ^hitherto dic¬ 
tated, and throwing himself into a chair, for¬ 
bore to move even a finger, and withheld his re¬ 
spiration as much as possible, just as if he had 
been seated by the pillow of the patient. Morn¬ 
ing was far advanced, when his landlady appear¬ 
ed in his room with a grave and anxious counte¬ 
nance. 

« Mr Tyrrel," she said, ye are a Christian 
man." 

Hush, hush, for Heaven's sake !" he re¬ 
plied ; you will disturb Miss Mowbray." 

Naething will disturb her, puir thing," an¬ 
swered Mrs Dods; they have mickle to an¬ 
swer for that brought her to this 

“ They have—they have indeed," said Tyr- 
rel, striking his forehead ; and I will see her 
^Rvenged on every one of them!—Can I see her ?" 

Better not—better not," said the good wo- 
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man ; but he burst from her, and rushed into the 
apartment. 

Is life gone?—Is every spark extinct?’’ he ex¬ 
claimed eagerly to a country surgeon, a sensible 
man, who had been summoned from Marchthorn 
in the course of the night. The medical man 
shook his head—He rushed to the bedside, and 
was convinced by his own eyes that the being 
whose sorrows he had both caused and shared, 
was now insensible to all earthly calamity. He 
raised almost a shriek of despair, as he threw 
himself on the pale hand of the corpse, wet it 
with tears, devoured it with kisses, and played 
for a short time the part of a distracted person. 
At length, on the repeated expostulation of all 
present, he suffered himself to be again conduct¬ 
ed to another apartment, the surgeon following, 
anxious to give such sad consolation as the case 
admitted of. 

As you are so deeply concerned for the un¬ 
timely fate of this young lady,” he said, it 
may be some satisfaction to you, though a me¬ 
lancholy one, to know, that it has been occasion¬ 
ed by a pressure on the brain, probably accom- 
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panied by a suiiusion ; and 1 feel authorized in 
stating, from the symptoms, that if life had been 
spared, reason would, in all probability, never 
have returned. In such a case, sir, the most affec¬ 
tionate relation must own, that death, in compa¬ 
rison to life, is a mercy.” • 

“ Mercyanswered Tyrrel; but why, then, 
is it denied to me ?—I know—I know!—My life 
is spared till I revenge her.” 

He started from his seat, and rushed eagerly 
down stairs. But, as he was about to rush from 
the door of the inn, he was stopped by Touch- 
wood, who had just alighted from his carriage, 
with an air of stern anxiety imprinted on his fea¬ 
tures, very different from their usual expression. 
“ Whither would ye ? Whither would ye ?” 
he said, laying hold of Tyrrel, and stopping him 
by force. 

“ For revenge—for revenge !” said Tyrrel; 
“ Give way, I charge you, on your pferil!” 

“ Vengeance belongs to God,” replied the old 
man, and his bolt has fallen.—This way—this 
way,” he continued, dragging Tyrrel into the 
house* Know,” he said, so soon as he had led 
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or forced him into a chamber, “ that Mowbray 
of St llonan'’s has met Bulmer within this half 
hour, and has killed him on the spot.^^ 

“ Killed whom P’’ answered the bewildered 
Tyrrel. 

Valentine Bulmer, the titular Earl of Ether- 
ington.” 

“You bring tidings of death to the house of 
death,” answered Tyrrel; “ and there is nothing 
in this world left that I should live for.” 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

CONCLUSION. 

Here come we to our closc—fbr that which follows 
Is but the talc of dull, unvaried misery. 

Steep crags and headlong linns may court the pencil. 

Like sudden haps, dark plots, and strange adventures; 

But who would paint the dull and fog.wrapt moor. 

In its long track of sterile desolation ? 

Old Play. 

When Mowbray crossed the brook, as we 
have already detailed, his mind was in that way¬ 
ward and uncertain state, which seeks something 
whereon to vent the self*engendered rage with 
which it labours like a volcano before eruption. 
On a sudden, a shot or two, followed by loud 
voices and laughter, reminded him he had pro 
mised, at that hour, and in that sequestered 
place, to decide a bet respecting pistol-shooting, 
to which the titular Lord Ltherington, Jckyl, 
and Captain MacTurk, to whom such a pastime 
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'was peculiarly congenial, were parties as well as 
himself. The prospect this recollection afforded 
him, of vengeance on the man whom he regard¬ 
ed as the author of his sister's wrongs, was, in 
the present state of his mind, too tempting to be 
rclinquAshcd; and, setting spurs to bis horse, 
he rushed through the copse to the little glade, 
where he found the other parties, who, despair¬ 
ing of his arrival, had already begun their amuse¬ 
ment. A jubilee shout was set up as he ap¬ 
proached. 

Here comes Mowbray, dripping, by Cot, 
like a watering-pan,” said Captain MacTurk. 

I fear him not,” said Etherington, (we may 
as well still call him so ;) he has ridden too fast 
to have steady nerves.” 

We will soon see that, my Lord Ethering¬ 
ton, or rather Mr Valentine Bulmer,” said Mow¬ 
bray, springing from his horse, and throwing 
the bridle over the bough of a tree. 

“Whatdoes this mean, Mr Mowbray?” said 
Etherington, drawing himself up, while Jekyl 
and Captain MacTurk looked at each other in 
surprise. 
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It means, sir, that you are a rascal and im¬ 
postor,” replied Mowbray, “ who have assumed 
a name to which you have no right.” 

That, Mr Mowbray, is an insult I cannot 
carry farther than this spot,” said Etherington. 

If you had been willing to do so, yoif should 
have carried with it something still harder to be 
borne,” answered Mowbray. 

Enough, enough, my good sir; no use in 
spurring a willing horse.-—Jekyl, you will have 
the kindness to stand by me in this matter.” 

“ Certainly, my lord,” said Jekyl. 

“ And, as there seems to be no chance of ta¬ 
king up the matter amicably,” said the pacific 
Captain MacTurk, I will be most happy, so 
help me, to assist my worthy friend, Mr Mow 
bray of St Ronan‘'s, with my countenance and 
advice.—Very goot chance that we were here 
with the necessary weapons, since it would have 
been an unj^leasant thing to have such an affair 
long upon the stomach, any more than to settle it 
"without witnesses.” 

I would fain know first.” said Jekyl, “ what 
all this sudden heat has arisen about.” 
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About nothing,'^ said Etherington, except 
a mare’s nest of Mr Mowbray’s discovering. He 
always knew his sister played the madwoman, 
and he has now heard a report, 1 suppose,f that 
she has likewise in her time played the —- 
fool.” • 

O, crimini !” cried Captain MacTurk, 
my good Major, let us pe loading and mea¬ 
suring out—^for, by my soul, if these SAveetmeats 
be passing between them, it is only the twa ends 
of a handkercber that can serve the turn—Cot 
tainn !” 

With such friendly intentions, the ground was 
hastily meted out. Each was well known as an 
excellent shot; and the Captain offered a bet to 
Jekyl of a mutchkin of Glenlivat, that both 
would fall by the first fire. The event shewed 
that he was nearly right; for the ball of Lord 
Etherington grazed Mowbray’s temple, at the 
very second of time when Mowbray’s pierced 
his heart. He sprung a yard from the ground, 
and fell down a dead man. Mowbray stood fixec^r 
like a pillar of stone, his arm dropped to his 
side, his hand still clenched on the weapon of 
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death, reeking at the touch-hole and muzzle.— 
Jekyl ran to raise and support his friend, and 
Captain MacTurk, having adjusted his spec¬ 
tacles, stooped on one knee to look him in the 
face. ** We should have had Dr Quackleben 
here,’' he said, wiping his glasses, and'Teturn- 
ing them to the shagreen case, “ though it would 
have been only for form’s sake—for he is as dead 
as a toor-nail, poor boy.—But come, Mowbray, 
my bturn,” he said, taking him by the arm, ‘‘ wc 
must pe ganging our ain gait, you and me, be¬ 
fore waur comes of it. I have a bit powiiey here, 
and you have your horse till wc get to March- 

M 

thom.-^Major Jekyl, I wish you a good morn¬ 
ing. Will you have my umbrella back to the 
inn, for I surmeese it is going to rain .p” 

Mowbray had not ridden a*"hundred yards 
with his guide and companion, when he drew 
his bridle, and refused to proceed a step farther, 
till he had learned what was become of Clara. 
The Captain began to find he had a very un- 
tractable pupil to manage, when, while they 
were arguing together, Touchwood drove past in 
his hack chaise. As soon as he recognized Mow- 
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bray, he stopped the carriage to inform him that 
his sister was at the Aulton, which he had learn¬ 
ed from finding there liad been a messenger sent 
there for medical assistance, which could not be 
afibrded, the Esculapius of the place. Dr Quack- 
leben, having been privately married to Mrs 
Blower on that morning, by Mr Chatterley, and 
having set out on the usual nuptial tour. 

In return for this intelligence. Captain Mac- 
Turk communicated the fate of Lord Ethering- 
ton. The old man earnestly pressed instant flight, 
for which he supplied at the same time ample 
means, engaging to furnish every kind of assistance 
and support to the unfortunate young lady ; and 
representing to Mowbray, that if he staid in the vi¬ 
cinity, a prison would soon separate them. Mow¬ 
bray and his o||npanion then departed south¬ 
wards upon the spur, reached London in safety, 
and from thence went together to the Peninsula, 
,where the war was then at the hottest. 

There remains little more to be told. Mr 
Touchwood is still alive, forming plans which 
have no object, and accumulating a fortune, for 
which he has apparently no heir. The old man 

20 



5jS0 CHAP. Xlll. CONCLUSION. 

had endeavoured to fix this character, as well as 
hia general patronage, upon Tyrrel, but the at¬ 
tempt only determined the latter to leave the 
country; nor has he been since heard of, although 
the title and estates of Etherington lie vacant 
for his acceptance. It is the opinion of many, 
that he has entered into a Moravian mission, for 
the use of which he had previously drawn con¬ 
siderable sums. 

Since Tyrrel’s departure, no one pretends to 
guess what old Touchwood will do with his mo¬ 
ney. He often talks of hia disappointments, but 
can never be made to understand, or at least 
to admit, that they were in some measure pre¬ 
cipitated by his own talent for intrigue and ma^ 
noeuvring. Most people think that Mowbray 
of St Ronan's will be at last hi^eir. This gen¬ 
tleman has of late shewn one quality which usual¬ 
ly recommends men tp the favour of rich rela¬ 
tions, namely, a close and cautious care of what 
is already his own. Captain MacTurk's military 
ardour having revived when they came within 
smell of gunpowder, the old soldier contrived 
not only to get himself on full pay, but to indtice 
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his companion to serve for some time as a voltui* 
teer. He afterwards obtained a commission, and 
nothing could be more strikingly different than 
was the conduct of the young Laird of St Ho¬ 
nan's and of Lieutenant Mowbray. The form-i 
er, as we^ know, was gay, venturous, and prodi¬ 
gal ; the latter lived on his pay, and even within 
it—denied himself comforts, and often decencies, 
when doing so could save a guinea; and turned 
pale with apprehension, if on any extraordinary 
occasion he ventured sixpence a corner at whist. 
This meanness, or clog^ness of disposition, pre¬ 
vents his holding the high character to which bis 
bravery and attention to his regimental duties 
mifrht otherwise entitle him. The same close 

O r 

and accurate calculation of pounds, shillings, and 
pence, marked h^ communications with hU agent 
Micklewham, who might otherwise have had bet¬ 
ter pickings out of the estate of St Honan's, which 
is now at nurse, and thriving full fast; especj^ 
ally since some debts, of rather an usurious cha¬ 
racter, have been paid up by Mr Touchwood, 
who contented himself wifli more moderate, 
usage. 


VOL. III. 


X 




(kk the subject of this property, Mr Mowbray, 
generally speaking, gave such'minute direjutions 
acquiring and saving, that histoid acquaint- 
sOltlce, Mr Wintcrblossom, tapping his morocco 
^4Hmfif^box with the sly look which intimated the 
** coming of a good thing, was wont to say, that he 
^v'ilaid reversed the usual order of transformation, 
and was turned into a grub after having been a 
butterfly. After all, this narrowness, though a 
more ordinary modification of the spirit of ava- 
^rjhse,^ may be founded on the same desire of ac- 
quiintion, which in his eg^licr days sent him to 
^ihe gaming-table. 

But there was one remarkable instance in 


/which Mr Mowbray departed from the rules of 
economy, by which he was guided^in all others. 

VSaving acquired, for a large sum of money, the 
{grounds which he had formerly feued out for 
IWPdctiou 0$ the Hotel, lodging-houses, shops, &c. 
ali^St Konan's Well, he sent positive orders for 
demolition of the whole, nor would be per- 
ipit the existence of any house of entertainment 


his estate, ^except that in the Aulton, where 
Mts Dods reigns yith undisputed sway, ^er 
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temper hj no means improved either by^ttni#, or 
hy the total absence of competition. ^ 

Why Mr Mowbray, with his acquired hahitli 
of frugality, thus destroyed a property whi^ 
might have produced a considerable income, i|0 
one could pretend to affirm. Some said that he 
remembered his own early follies; and othaHSF^ 
that he connected the buildings with the mt86ir*i^ 
tunes of his sister. The v\i1gar reported, that Lord 
Etherington‘’s ghost had been seen in the ball¬ 
room, and the learned talked of the assocratlon 
of ideas. But it all ended in this, that Mr Mowu^ 
bray was independent enough to please 
and that such was Mr Mowbray’s pleasures ‘ 
The little watering-place has returned 
primitive obscurity; and lions and lionesses, with 
their several jackalls, blue surtouts, and 
stockings, fiddlers and dancers, painters and, 
amateurs, authors and critics, dispersed ]ike|l|ir^ 
geons by the demolition of a dove-edt, havi$ 
sought other scenes of amusement and 
and have deserted Sr Ronan’s WbXtL. 
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